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Samuel Tennyson is six-years old and studies in Standard II. 
He is son of Hannah and Tennyson, and is the grandson of 
Glory Sasikala, Editor of GloMag. 


Getting A Six-Year-Old To Comply (Written by his 
Grandmother, Glory Sasikala) 


Sam draws a lot of things. They are his own perceptions, 
and very interesting. So | called his mom up and asked her 
to send me some of his stuff and she did. While all of them 
are good, a lot of them are done with pencil, and it would 
not do for the cover pic of GloMag. One of these days 
during lockdown, he had shown me a drawing notebook 


with drawings done as school projects, and these were 
neatly done with his mom's help. When | asked for that 
book, his mom couldn't find it, and when | asked him on 
video, he looked unconcerned. He was eating his 
food....and he continued to eat. So now I'm panicking a 
bit... haven't asked any other artist this month hoping | 
could feature him but | can't find the right pic - beautifully 
done as they are. 


Meanwhile, he got busy, busy prolifically drawing, drawing 
- with pencil. Lovely drawings...in pencil. On GloMag, it 
would only show as a white blank. After one last ditch 
effort to get that elusive drawing notebook, | asked his 
mom, "Can you give him a pen instead of a pencil?" 


"If | did, he might stop drawing.” 


So then, | asked to speak to my son. "Please give him some 
color pencils or sketch pens. Don't give him paint or pencils. 
Don't give him ideas. Let him work on his own." 


My son is a blissful soul. He is Zen. He said, "Okay." 


"Can you give it to me by tomorrow morning, | need to put 
it up on the group." 


"Okay." 


Just like that... | was completely at peace. 


| called up a while later, "Is he drawing?" 


"He's just started sharpening his pencils...." It can take a 
while.... 


I've found in dealing with children, the best thing to do is 
be at peace and not lose one's cool. Life can go either ways. 
Only tomorrow will tell whether we have a picture or not. 


Footnote: We got a loooooooot of pictures, most of them 
pencil sketches. 


ABOUT GLOMAG 
GloMag is the coming together of writers in their diverse 
manifestations, thoughts, and expressions, and the visual 
interpretation of these. Sometimes the original thought of 
the writer gets completely lost in the interpretations. Visual 
aids help us to decipher the writer's intentions, and at the 
same time, enhance the reading experience. Perhaps you 
are sitting in solitude beneath a bough, besides a lake, and 
you turn the pages. The thoughts capture you, time stands 
still, and you become engrossed, oblivious to anything but 
these beautiful writings, expressions, and pictures. Your 
soul dances in ecstasy, participates in a cosmic experience, 
it sways and chants. Somewhere someone is telling you 
about duality, someone tells you about a forlorn house 
without music, someone shows you how to love, and 
someone raises questions about existence itself. 
And when you come to, the world is still there, the lake is 
still there, the birds are chirping, shadows have lengthened. 
Nothing feels the same! You are not the same! You get up 
reluctantly. It's time to go home. 
~ Glory Sasikala 
The copyrights of the works in this book vests with the 
individual authors. Prior written permission is required to 
reproduce any part of the magazine. 
© All rights reserved. 2020 


Vivek Nath Mishra: My short stories have appeared in The 
Hindu, Queen mob's Teahouse, Muse India, The Criterion 
Journal, Cafe Dissensus, Setu, Spillwords, Literary Yard, 
Indian Ruminations, Prachya Review, Indus women writing, 
and on many other platforms. Some of my stories are 
forthcoming in Indian Literature, Adelaide literary magazine 
and The Punch Magazine. My debut book is 'Birdsongs of 
Love and Despair’ published by Hawakal. | hereby certify 
that | have read the guidelines and the material is original. 


SMELL OF LEATHER 


That day it was raining heavily when Subba was going 
round the field. Like any other day he saw children playing 
football. He could see his own son’s shadow in the field. 
But that day it was a different scene there. Children were 
laughing uncontrollably as a cow had sieged the ball and 
was not letting it go. A boy ran behind the cow and tried to 
shoo it away but the cow guarded the ball as if it was its 
calf. Subba didn’t find any humour in it. In fact, the whole 
scene reminded him of something else. He couldn’t 
comprehend it the other way. The ball was of leather, he 
observed. Did the smell of leather remind the cow of its 
calf, he reasoned. Suddenly a boy ran towards the ball and 
hit it in the direction of another boy and they began passing 
the ball to one another and the cow ran behind it in all the 


directions like a lunatic. The group broke out in a ruckus. 
Subba couldn’t see all that and he ran behind the boys 
shouting at them, at the top of his voice, to stop, but his 
voice drowned in the uproar of laughter. Subba kept 
running hither and thither after the boys, pleading with 
them to stop this humiliation. The whole incident was 
choking him. He ran in all the directions like the cow did. 
Perhaps, both were in the same whirl of emotions. The 
whole scene was filled with mad commotion. Suddenly, 
Subba’s slippers got stuck in the mud and he fell down on 
the ground as the laughter kept roaring. It was a deafening 
sound for him. He felt it piercing through his ears. Subba 
kept lying down there, enveloped in a layer of mud, 
breathing heavily. He had no strength even to rise on his 
feet. He felt drained. He kept staring at the dark clouds 
which rained down ruthlessly. He closed his eyes and 
dreaded that his voice would probably go unnoticed like 
the smell of leather. 
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A QUESTION 

What happens to a poem? 
Does it with time 

Become stale 

Or fail to relate 


With those reading it years after? 


What happens to a poem? 
Does it cease to appeal 


In atime of mental turmoil 


And offer an escape to a heart 


Ever dying to fly away from cares? 


What happens to a poem? 
Does it outlive the poet 
And put men in mind 

Of a man who wrote 


For them in their absence? 


os 


Zulfiqar Parvez: He is the Head of Academic Affairs cum 
English Language Teacher at  Tanzimul Ummah 
International Tahfiz School, Dhaka. He has done _ his 
Honours and Masters in English Language and Literature 
from the University of Rajshahi. 


WANTED: COMPASSION 

How do you wipe the tears of your child 
Sobbing her heart out over the news 

Of the pregnant elephant that died 

On biting some explosive? 

How do you tell her that that is the way 
Of us human beings who overrun 

the earth calling animals encroachers? 
So | give her a hug and am quiet 

For a long long time 


Later | tell her of the rescue that failed 


Of the arrest and case against a perpetrator 
Yet like her | wish it hadn't happened 

| hope that one day man will learn 

To live with fellow creatures in a kinder way 
Till then we continue stunned by man's cruelty 


To animals as well as to other selves. 


Vineetha Mekkoth: She is a poet, writer, translator and 
editor from Calicut, Kerala. She works as Assistant State Tax 
Officer in the State GST Department. She has been 
translating for the Kerala Sahitya Academy since 2014 and 
has also contributed articles for the Malayalam Literary 
Survey, a quarterly brought out by the academy. She has 
published poems and short stories in various anthologies. 
She is co-editor of two anthologies. Her debut poetry 
collection ‘Ashtavakra and Other Poems’ was published in 
August 2017 which is available on Amazon. 
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A LYRIC 
We don't have the skill to touch the sky 
We won't bear gifts to betray friend or foe 


But what we have grows after every last goodbye— 


Our hands are even now raised so high 
Even though we fought and surrendered long ago 


Under a cloud of doubt, in the public eye, 


To each other, and for an alibi: 


In the setting sun, your smile's glow 


Brings the light back into my life, and | wonder why 
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The wind remains bemused, as time goes by, 
Not knowing which way to blow— 


And then at midnight we hear the sudden cry 


Unnerving as breaking glass and difficult to identify— 


You roll your eyes as if you know: 


Who waits in silence, waits to die. 
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Vijay Nair: | retired as an Associate Professor of English and 
| was awarded the Reuel International Prize for Writing & 
Literature in the year 2016. | was the ‘Critic of the Year’ in 
2016, 2017 & 2018 at Destiny Poets, UK and was also 
adjudged the ‘Poet of the Year’ in 2018 by the same poetry 
group. Three of my poems have been included in the PG 
syllabus of BBMK University, Dhanbad. 
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WOULD YOU LIKE TO DANCE WITH ME? 
Would you like to dance with me? 
Would you? Would you? And you? 

lam no dancer, no nartana am | 


But dance | will, unabashedly. 


Mine is no graceful nrithya, no enchanting lasya 


Of svelte hips and slender limbs synchronising to rhythmic 
notes 
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The angas, upangas, prathyangas choreographed into 
expressive nuances; 


Nor is mine a design of athletic agility from pushpanjali to 
tillana 


A margam of sustained energy and fleet-footed flexibility. 


My dance is but a ‘disdainful’ and ‘blatant’ shake 
Of heavy pelvic pushes and unglamorous stomach wobbles 


A chest that heaves pell-mell, a chin that doubles 
unhindered 


A footing that thinks is moving to effortless cue 


When what it does is plod an unapologetic stamping. 


My dance is no lissom flow of natural motion 
Akin to how the world perceives of its dancers 
But dance | do yet, a nrittha 

With a dancer’s unrestrained emotion 

An abandonment of all judgement 


For, when He of the idyllic sylvan of Brinda 
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Plays mesmerising music on His flute 
And beckons me to dance my own dance 


How can | not heed the call? 


Therein | then revel in a crazy rhythm 

A communion of the body and the mind 

To merge into soulful joy, unbridled and blissful 
My bhava, one of bhakti, embracing all around me 


With the free spirit of pure happiness. 


So, tell me, would you like to dance with me? 


Would you? Would you? And you? 
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Vidya Shankar: A poet, writer, blogger, motivational 
speaker, mindfulness practitioner, and yoga enthusiast, 
residing in Chennai, India, | have been in ELT for more than 
two decades. | have been contributing articles to an 
international newspaper column as well as poetry and 
stories to anthologies and literary platforms. Myself a 
‘book’ with the Human Library, | am winner of literary 
awards, been on the editorial of three publications, and 
have published two books of poems, one, a coffee table 
book in collaboration with my husband and the other, to 
create awareness about mental health. 


27 


How many poems 
should you have written 
to become a poet, 

how many paintings 
should you have finished 
to become an artist, 
how many plays 

should you have done 

to become an actor, 
how many people 


should you have loved 
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to become a lover, 

or are we all poets, artists, actors 

even before we begin, 

are we all lovers 

when we recognise all the different people 
we have been and become 

without other names, 

under the same sky, 


holding this very body? 
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Vasanthi Swetha: She is extremely passionate about the art 
of poetry, dance, reading and dreaming, and she believes 
that every poem that she writes is a result of a 
conversation with her soul. 
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Scary days and night 

Haunts us badly 

Nightmares chase us 

Even in the mornings 

And trace us madly, 

How much precautions 

| mean how much guidelines 
We should follow! 

More news 


More depression 
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More internet 

More suppression 

Suppression of our feeling 

To watch the infinite sky, green lands 
Waves of ocean 

Only some clouds of faith 

Scattered in my azure of imagination 
And fight continuously 

Till it unite and bring some rain of hope 
At least a life for this 


Beautiful world. 
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Varsha Saran: | am a homemaker living in Meerut, Utter 
Pradesh, India. | did my post-graduation from Ch Charan 
Sing University Meerut. | am a bilingual poetess and story 
writer by passion. My many poems and stories have been 
published in different international anthologies, e-zines, 
magazines, and newspapers. | have won many awards in 
writing. 
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TRAFFIC SNARL 

There are things 

Not meant to be done at leisure 
Ina city 


Throbbing with urgency 


A glance discreet 


At the rare view mirror 


A busy intersection 
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Time enough to touch up the rouge 


To text a lover 


The city hides its secrets well 
And couples check into hotels 
Regularly at fixed times 


Under fancy names 


That unwilling plump customer 
The salesman doing an overkill 
Wanting to push in that last sale 
Before its shutters down 


In some business or the other 


And the classy women headed home 
An hour ago on social media 
Writing sympathetically were seen 


Raised eyebrows giving them away 
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Passing by the seamier districts 
Asking chauffeurs to roll up the windows 


Looking the other way 


And they reach home fatigued 
Shopping list accomplished 
Smug in their belief 


That the husbands never take ‘those kind’ of detours 


Vandana Kumar: | am a poet residing in New Delhi, India. | 
work as French teacher and translator. | have contributed 
to various anthologies. Few of my poems were recently 
published in ‘Spillwords’ and ‘North of Oxford’. 
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IN SEARCH OF SHAKTI 

Never she reveals her ‘self’? through her palpable presence, 
Never she shows her ‘self’ hidden beyond her charm. 

But, knows the nature of sensual energy and its essence, 


And how to invoke a new fire deep inside any infirm. 


Beyond the borderline of my skin-encapsulated sense, 
Only she can infuse a subtle sense of queer luminosity. 
And hauls my sense organs without touching their chains 


When | deploy those for searching new field of insobriety. 
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My mystic vision is lost; as my studies on scientific law 
Didn’t let me enter into the land beyond this frowzy zone. 
And when | frivol away all pay cheques of life; her mantra 


Stimulates, and sends warm hues through my backbone. 


So | want to coexist with that intrinsic feminine strength— 


That’ll be ready to be cleaved by my coherent wavelength. 
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Swapan Kumar Rakshit: He is an Indian poet who lives in 
Bankura, West Bengal. He teaches physics for his 
professional needs. However, he prefers to write poems, 
especially sonnets. He wants to be acquainted with the 
universal mind through poetry. 


39 


LOVE IS IN THE AIR 

The fragrance of a newborn spring 

and rain in the air 

| enjoy the sound of 

raindrops dripping on the windowpane 
The fragrance of love 

Love in the air 

Early days still, 

I’m in love 


I’m in love 
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A beginning 

A fairytale 

A wonderful journey 
is about to begin. 
I’m in love 

I’m in love 

A scent of roses 

and lilies of the valley 
fills my senses 

I’m in love 

I’m in love 

We are soulmates 
forever, forever. 


Let us be together 


From this day to eternity. 
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Svanhild Lévli: She is a bilingual poetess, currently living in 
Gjg@vik, NORWAY. She is an avid photographer and loves to 
draw. She is concerned with nature conservation, women's 
rights and family life. She regularly publishes in GloMag. 
She contributed in "Voice of Aspirants", Poetry Planet, and 
Galaktika Poetike Atunis Magazine. She is admin in Global 
Literary Society. She is member of several poetry groups. 
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in coffee painting by suzette portes san jose 
A WORLD IN A DREAM 
from a past born in the present world 
i have this life to live and be told 
a dream in a deep sleep i behold 


the beauty unseen hidden to unfold 


along the river behind the woodland 
where thoughts could ever understand 
seeing all these beauties so grand 


walk floating without footprints on the sand 
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a place beyond the darkness of night 
and everything that grows glows so bright 
it is a wonderland of my wandering sight 


one thing i see that could not be right 


creatures live alone singing their sad song 
they don't roam but stayed where they belong 
wondering how they exist alone yet strong 


without the other, life would still not be wrong 


a world in a dream may not be the reality 
but unmasking oneself in the midst of beauty 
far away from the world's chaos and insanity 


i will be here alone finding my self-identity 
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Suzette Portes San Jose: She was born and raised in Cebu 
City, Philippines. She went to college at the University of 
San Carlos Cebu City, Philippines. She now has joined 23 
book anthologies internationally. She is also a recipient of 
multiple awards for her ARTworks and Literary works. She 
also founded her own Poetry Group of artists and poets 
writing Ekphrastic Poetry. She is also a founder of Artist 
Kids charity project all for free. She is also a Publisher and is 
now publishing her own book along with other book 
anthologies of her group. 
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Night is a dark wine 

In a sterling goblet 
thoughts of you 

splashing on my shores 
waves ebbing and flowing 


on the sands of time 


The pocket of morning unfolds 
sparkling speckles 

Bits and pieces of you 

Arise from the basement of my mind 


Coagulating 
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Imperfect pieces of puzzle 


Fitting perfectly 


Sunita Singh: She is a bi-lingual poet and writer, writing in 
English and Hindi. Her poems feature in Indian and 
International Anthologies and e-magazines. Many of her 
poems have won awards on on-line forums like Kaafiya, 
Poetry Planet, The Significant League etc. A few of her Hindi 
poems have also been turned into lyrics for private albums. 
She is an active member of Katha Kathan, a forum for 
reviving Indian languages. She lives in Delhi and is fond of 
travelling, music, reading. She finds inspiration from nature. 
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An empty chair 


in a wind-swept balcony 


few dried-up pots 


on the narrow ledge 


autumnal dust 


streaming 
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through half-shuttered 
glass windows inside 
the room that once echoed 


with laughter and music 
now: crumbs and stains 
unwashed dried up 


on the dining table/ floor 


the laundry piled up 


near the stack of newspapers 


pair of red eyes searching 


for a fragrant presence circulating. 
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Sunil Sharma: A senior academic and author-critic-poet- 
freelance journalist, is from suburban Mumbai, India. He 
has published 22 books so far, some solo and some joint, 
on prose, poetry and criticism. He edits the monthly, 
bilingual Setu: 


http://www.setumag.com/p/setu-home.html 


http://www.drsunilsharma.blogspot.in/ 
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FILMISTAN 


Years ago | was planning to visit Bombay for a niece’s 
wedding. Incidentally, a patient who had been an actress 
before marriage, heard this from a staff member. Very 
enthusiastically she suggested | take my children to watch 
some film shooting at Filmistan studios or was it Film City; 
that we could meet Ramanand Sagar, Madan Puri and 
some other actors from Punjab. 


My niece’s neighbor said she would take us. So, along with 
her daughter and my two children we trotted off. Towing 
two small kids in a Bombay train for the first time was quite 
an adventure; we neither got on or off the train, the crowd 
did it to us. 


Reaching the studio after walking miles, the Gurkha 
watchman blotched our dreams. 
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He: “Shaab aaj to shab bund hai, shutti hai Dusshehra ka !” 
Me: “Humko to aaj ka din aane ko bola tha.” 
He: “Kissne?”’ 


Just then two men in a blue fiat drove up and he got busy 
opening the gate. 


One of the men asked him who we were. 


Me: “We were given an appointment to watch shooting 
today.” 


Man: “By whom?” 
Me (without batting an eyelid): “Ramanand Sagar Ji.” 


He appeared kind and pleasant, and when he told us to get 
into the car, we eagerly bundled into the back seat. 


As he kept driving further and further into the sprawling 
premises, | got scared thinking we may have made a 
dangerous blunder in trusting a stranger. Reaching some 
large warehouse like buildings he stopped; calling a 
watchman he told him to take us around all the sets and to 
get us some cold drinks. Then he drove on. 


Me to the watchman: “Yeh kaun sahib the?” 


He: “Memshahib, yeh Ramanand Shagar Shahib the!” 
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NOTE 

He: “Shaab aqj to shutti hai Dussehra ka !” 

(Sahib it is a holiday today, being Dussehra) 

Me: “Humko to aaqj ka din aane ko bola tha.” 

(We were told to come today) 

He: “Kissne?” 

(Who told you?) 

Me to the watchman: “Yeh kaun sahib the?” 

(Who was this gentleman?) 

He: “Memshahib, yeh Ramanand Shagar Shahib the!” 


(Ma’m this was Mr.Ramanand Sagar) 
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Sunil Kaushal: | am a poet-writer residing in Pune, India. | 
am a retired gynecologist now working as a writer having 
contributed to more than 25 National and International 
anthologies. | have published my memoirs recently. Besides 
several other awards over the years, | was awarded the 
Literoma Women Achiever’s Award, 2019. | have received 
the the Nissim award for ‘exquisite prose’ from TSL in 2020. 
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A FLOWER OF FIRE 

| was only a sweet seventeen 

When | first met him in the class; 

A ring of halo beaming between his thick brows 
A deep sadness swirling around 

The corners of his wide mouth 

A dream to touch the skies dancing 

In the glitter of his big black eyes 

A frenzied hip-hop of passion 

Whirling around his eyelids; 

He was a unique specimen in the class! 


A flash from his bright eyes 

Entered my centre 

And enlightened my sober grey soul 

Caressing my shyness lovingly with a smile, 
Something in him eased my discomfort 

And somehow thawed the snow inside my soul. 
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| was only a sweet seventeen 

When he first addressed me 

In a secret corner under the racks of books 

Uttering the words “I’m inclined towards you”, 

Both the tremor and confidence in his voice won my heart 
A spring rose bloomed on my lips as his steady gaze 
Punctured the veil of my sham vanity and chastity. 


My pores started collecting the honey of love 
From the perfumed sweetness of his words 
As | lay down on my bed reading his poetry 
Inhaling the aroma of love from his lines 
“lam here and you are there 

A belt of fire in between” 

Suddenly | became a flower of fire. 
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Sumitra Mishra: Major Dr. Mrs. Sumitra Mishra is a 
Professor of English who retired as the Principal, 
Government Women’s College, Sambalpur, Odisha. She has 
also worked as an Associate N.C.C. Officer in the Girls’ 
Wing. She is a life member of the Odisha Lekhika Sansad 
and the Sub-editor of a magazine titled “Smruti Santwona”. 
Her poems and short stories in both English and Odia are 
widely published in literary magazines and e-zines. To her 
credit she has twelve published books; four collections of 
poetry in English. She lives in Bhubaneswar with her family. 
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SELF LOVE 

My skin 

has lost its youth 

| feel it 

In softness 

Around my neck 
Stretched wrinkles 
Of hands and feet 
The misspent years 
Are lost in time 


Parents were busy 
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And lovers spare 

Loving touch so rare 

But the wellspring gushes 
from my heart 

Hugging my sons 

My old dad 

My blessings grow each day. 
My mirror 

lingers on my smiling eyes 
that have swept countries, 
and probed minds. 

My fingers trace 

My soft swelling belly 

With gratitude for all it has borne 
| cup my aching heels 

With love 

They’ve strode miles 


Till contentment overflowed 
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| thank my body 
Hug it with love 
For partnering me 
Though life so far 
No regrets 


Love flows from my touch 


To me and all of mine. 


a, 


Sumita Dutta: | am a poet and author residing in Chennai, 
India. | work as an editor and publisher. | have contributed 
to various online and print anthologies. | have also 
published a novel. My _ publishing house, Adisakrit, 
publishes fiction and nonfiction and is now ten books old. 
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JUST TWO OF US 

A fistful of earth, a mouthful of azure sky 
stride along an enchanting trail 

to an exquisite getaway... 


Is what i fervently wish and long for on a holiday 


a pristine morning in the mountains... 
where fluffy clouds perch 

come cascading down by sun's quaint touch 
outpourings of vivacious waterfalls 


their gurgles and loud whispers 
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as they caress mossy patches, dumb stones 


lending credence to nature's quintessence 


an evening walk by a gentle brook 
that hops jumps and flows sans stop 
sports a smile, babbles on pebbles 


indulges in foamy flakes and chatters 


a book in hand... a cup of frothing coffee with you 

just two of us in a lush green sprawling meadow 

looking at the vast canvas above... in its myriad hue 
watching the blue sky wandering off with a crimson smile 
to heal itself and rest for a while 

rummaging through simple joys and fond memories of life 
reminiscing saga of sojourn and chapters of bonding 

| find wholesome happiness, joy and contentment 


In such endearing acts of bliss. 
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Sujata Dash: | am a poet-writer residing in Pune, India. | am 
a retired gynecologist now working as a writer having 
contributed to more than 25 National and International 
anthologies. | have published my memoirs recently. Besides 
several other awards over the years, | was awarded the 
Literoma Women Achiever’s Award, 2019. | have received 
the the Nissim award for ‘exquisite prose’ from TSL in 2020. 


63 


It was the same bench! Yes, every time it was the same 
bench. Only this time the situation was different. 


He had met her here when both were college goers. 
Friendship had turned into love. Love? He laughed 
sardonically! 


He sat waiting for her to come, to explain her stance. 


He vividly recollected how they had spent ‘time’ together 
eating ‘jhalmurhi'* as they could hardly afford anything 
else. Exchanged love notes and held hands. Sometimes, 
when he could muster up enough courage, stolen a couple 
of kisses too. 


All too soon student life had ended and they were thrown 
in the whirlpool called life. 
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His inability to land a job further dented his confidence. 
She grew from strength to strength. 


He had considered dark options but as usual courage had 
failed him. Now his love failed him. 


He sensed her approach. Oh! How could he ever forget her 
aroma, her tread, her presence? He was having mixed 
emotions. 


She sat beside him. Minutes elapsed ........ she spread her 
palm upward. Quietly he placed the bundle of their love 
letters and photographs as requested by her. Neither spoke 
any word. 


She left as quietly as she had come. He looked where she 
sat ....her marriage invitation card lay mutely face upwards. 


He got up from the bench bent over to check for any 
contact number. Yes, two RSVP numbers were there. 


He laughed a silent laugh. Surely his courage will not fail 
him when he would negotiate for the compromising love 
messages and intimate photos saved in his computer.... 


*jhalmurhi -( bhel-puri) a spicy mix of puffed rice with 
condiments. 
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Sudeshna Mukherjee: Sudeshna Mukherjee's poems deal 
with varied human nature. A keen observer, she chronicles 
the happenings around her and writes with a tinge of 
humour. ‘Meanderings of the Mind’ and ‘Melange’ are her 
published collections of poems. She loves 'words' and loves 
to play with them. 
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When the fish stay in water 

and the birds in the air, 

With enough freedom to descend 

for their interlude on the edge. 

We dare hope the pendulum will swing 

and the parakeet will sing. 

| painted a picture the world understood and loved, 
a masterpiece everyone owned but me. 

lam God the bewildered, 

great Lord the underwhelmed. 


| painted a picture, 
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and the sky wore its colours, 
the rain blurred its detail, 
the sun too bright for its comfort. 


| painted a picture. 


And the painting was me. 


Shreekumar Varma: He is a poet, novelist, and playwright 
residing in Chennai, India. He is a writer. He has contributed 
to various anthologies. He has received the R. K. Narayan 
Award for Creative Writing. 


www.shreevarma.com 
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LIGHT AT THE END OF THE TUNNEL 
Meandering through hills 

Faintly as if behind scenes 

A memory seeping through 


As if running through dew 


Foggy thoughts running through my mind 
Desperately seeking to unwind 
My conserved energy 


To reach my goal 
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Beauteousness shining forth 

Can nature bring forth 

The beauty of the light 

In all its solendour and magnificence 


The light at the end of the tunnel 


Shobha Warrier: | am a poet residing in Chennai. | am a 
housewife. | have contributed to a few anthologies. | have 
also published poems and also one collection of a few 
poems written by me. 
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RAIN 

Rain first drops of the season 

| hear them whisper in free fall 
Calling me into their embrace 
Of cool sandal paste 

Beneath the setting sun 

One last blaze of golden light 


Highlight the cascading raindrops glistening like chandeliers 
bright 


Me within iron bars of 


Self-obsessed prison chains 
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Till a few drops brush my fingertips 
Leaving silver trails of glittering impulse 
Find me summersault outdoors 
Beneath a private little thunder burst 
My feet in cumulus clouds 

Buoyed with filligere wings of verve 
Darkness of caked clay 

Sloughing of my soul's windowpane 
Into the parched earth 

Returning from slumberland 
Awakening seeds of hope 

Rain on my eyelashes 

Tanginess colliding with sweet raindrops 
Wafting high into the skies 

The earthy scent of intoxicated nature 
Of dry mud with the first brush of rain 
And | hear the songs long lost 


Brushing huddled leaves of palm tops 
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Swaying in unison at a promise 


Of romancing the rain 


Seema K Jayaraman: She is poetess based out of Mumbai, 
India, and is a professional in the IT Banking domain. Her 
poems paint a vivid picture, colourfully presenting the 
myriad vibrancies of nature, at times stark depictions of 
human strife and tragedy. She writes both free style and 
rhyme-based verses, and she also enjoys writing haikus and 
tankas. Her debut book, Wings Of Rhapsody — A Dalliance 
Of Poems, was released in June 2016. 
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EACH AND EVERY BREATH 
Every breath 

is pure bliss — 

an inhalation 

of cosmic debris 

sent from the source 

to coat lungs 


with vibrations of white light. 
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Every new dawn 

is a miracle — 
sunburnt radiation 
pulsing from the sky 
to singe flesh 

with encoded DNA 


from ethereal realms. 


Every touch 

is electric — 

skin kissed 

by God’s presence 
in a holy union 

of enlightenment 


accelerated through the soul. 
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Every whisper 

is a song — 

celestial sirens 
humming the frequency 
of heaven’s tune 

with a fiery chorus 


serenaded from the lips of angels. 
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Scott Thomas Outlar: He lives and writes in the suburbs 
outside of Atlanta, Georgia, USA. His work has been 
nominated for the Pushcart Prize and Best of the Net. 
Selections of his poetry have been translated into 
Afrikaans, Albanian, Bengali, Dutch, French, Italian, Kurdish, 
Persian, Serbian, and Spanish. His sixth book, Of Sand and 
Sugar, was released in 2019 through Cyberwit Press. He 
hosts a podcast, Songs of Selah, that airs weekly on 
17Numa Radio and features interviews with contemporary 
poets, artists, musicians, and health advocates. More about 
Outlar's work can be found at 17Numa.com. 
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BLACK IS BEAUTIFUL... 
Look at that girl 

walking along 

She is black and beautiful 
precious is she like a pearl 
Her almond eyes speak 
Volumes of love 


Her dark curly tresses 
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Swaying at the back 

Tossing now n again 

She walks past the crowd 

With all eyes falling on her 

She walks fast with a sway 

Her black complexion gives 

her that amazing beauty 

and she knows it well ! 

So what if she is black 

She is apple of many people’s eyes! 
She is that awesome girl 

Who toils day and night in the field 
With no complaint in her mind! 
She moves in rhythm 

with a song on her lips 

which is painted with 

nature’s glow! 


She is a wonderful creation 
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by God Almighty in His grace! 
End of the day she sits under the 
moonlight with a beautiful glow 


enjoying the cool cool breeze 


with love for her creator! 


Sarala Balachandran: | reside in Kolkata, West Bengal, with 
my family. My poems have been published in national and 
international anthologies. | am a contributing poet for 
Different Truths. | write free verses. 


80 


To him in a better place 
Who used to bound with joy on his face 
One who entered lives with a run of joy 


And lived every moment to the fullest, "oh boy!" 


The little mongrel who grew to handsome 


Always ready for a dose of fun 
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Giving unasked for smiles and smelly kisses 


You are truly one who everyone misses 


Gone from our lives leaving a void 
With lots of memories in mind and photos on android 
Left us as suddenly as he came 


Our little puppy boy, nothing will be the same! 


Sara Bubber: | am studying Human Development from 
MSU, Baroda. In my free time (sometimes even during 
classes) | love looking out of the window especially when it 
rains. | love reading, listening to music and spending time 
with my dogs. My dogs are my favourite people in the 
world. 


82 


pic by Dr. Santosh Bakaya 


THE SUN—CATCHERS 


A shaft of sunlight pierced the clouds 
and the exquisite sun- catchers glinted and swayed, 
in the patio, watched on by a kingfisher 


perched on the telephone wire. 
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Rowdy kids skidded joyously in the river down below, 
unfazed by the chatter of the birds in the bird bath. 

A tiny hummingbird hovered around a honeysuckle bloom 
and the naughty brats went boom-boom-boom. 

Jerked out of its reverie, the kingfisher flew away, 

its bright, blue tail, bobbing up and down, down and up. 
Under the shade of a huge tree, 

a bunch of shy flowers blushed pink, 

when the sun-catchers winked and blinked 

and the kingfisher emitted a shrill whistle. 

The slanted sun sliced through the sun- catchers 


and they tinkled in merriment at all the goodness around. 
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Santosh Bakaya: | am a poet, novelist, and essayist and Ted 
speaker, residing in Jaipur, India, working as a teacher. | 
have contributed to various anthologies and have also 
published novels and edited poetry/story anthologies. My 
latest novel is 'A Skyful of Balloons’. 
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BLACK LIVES MATTER 

You called me Black but | was Bright. 
You called me Dark but | was a Light. 

| too had a heart of golden hue 

| too had dreams some old, some new. 
You stained them red with my blood. 
You killed my body, not my heart. 

A heart that carries love & unity 

You tried to kill a race 


That believes in humanity. 
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You killed a dark floyd 

Who wrote songs new & pink 

Songs of life where your racism will sink. 
Oh! You painted all white! 

Alas! forgot the beauty of dark night. 
You forgot there is nothing called 


Black Or White. 


If all were fair & all were bright 

Where the moon, the dazzling stars would shine 
If there were no dark black charming night? 
your cruelty has pressed my liberty beneath 
remove that hatred oh! | can't breathe. 

If | am black, if | am dark and 

You are the silver ruling star 

still don't forget, 


BLACK LIVES TOO MATTER. 
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Sanhita Sinha: She is a native of Tripura, is a teacher, and a 
bilingual poet. Her poems have been published in different 
prestigious national and international anthologies, journals 
& magazines. Apart from writing, as an elocutionist and as 
an actor, she is actively engaged in cultural activities. Along 
with stage, she is a regular artiste of television and radio 
too. 
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INARA’S PHOTOGRAPHY 


Places you can find love - It sits around, lurking in places, in 
the weirdest of places, now that | come to think of it 


I'm driving to the edge of the cliff, that cliff we had driven 
together to - me and the Captain 


He drove, | sat beside him, reading out my poems 


It was music to his ears - my soulful symphony, | read on, 
lost in my own verses, till we had reached the edge of the 
cliff... 
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Sitting on the jagged rocks that lined the edges, our legs 
dangling to the freedom beyond 


Silhouetted against a brilliant sunrise, a serenade of fluffy 
clouds, shadows of mountains in the distance 


A gentle wind caressing my long brown tresses, peals of 
laughter echoing the horizon... 


Looking deep in my eyes the Captain asked me a question, 
"Miss Poet, have you ever been in love?" 


| laughed and shook my head, those brown cascades ruffled 
by the wind 


"I'm not very sure - | don't think | fall in love with people..." 


"Then?" his perturbed question hung like mist in the air 


"| fallin love with eyes - eyes that speak, a love that needs 
no words 


| love knowing that there's no destination - that's a 
liberating feeling 


| love simple messy hair, no makeup and just talking your 
heart out 


| love the dreamy look someone gives when they talk about 
your dreams 
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| love the friendship where you laugh, cry and squabble, yet 
you are the best of friends 


| cherish the small fights over the last peg or the final slice 
of pizza 


| love pillow fighting and crumpled carelessly made- 
unmade beds 


| love coffee with a hint of extra sugar 


| find love in a life jumbled up and messy - everything 
doesn't have to be picture perfect..." 


A brief silence - he gazes in awe at my face, my cheeks 
blushing, burning 


And remarks, "And | love your simple honest innocence, 
you are like a blank slate - beautifully untouched..." 


"It was a pleasure meeting you Ma'am", he smiles as | sign 
a copy of my book for him. 


Today, after years, | sit here on the same cliff, wondering 
where the Captain is now, which sea he's been sailing 
through 
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| wish | had had a chance to meet him again - a man who 
had taken me places, shown me lands and people through 
words and more 


My phone beeps, a magnificent picture of a beautiful sea 
side sunset 


Blessed is the man, | exclaim, writing back, "Wow... This is 
mesmerising” 


A message pops up, "You find love in strange places, Miss 
Poet"; a wink 


"| find love in strange places - places hard to see, harder to 
find, impossible to define 


And sometimes | find love in myself - pouring through my 
verses..." 
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Samrudhi Dash (Inara): | am a poet, novelist, editor and 
motivational speaker, currently residing in New Delhi, India. 
Along with contributions to over two dozen anthologies, 
international e-zines and magazines, | have published till 
date five solo poetry anthologies and three novels and 
conceptualised and edited four anthologies of different 
genres. | write under the pseudonym “Inara” and have 
completed my Masters in English literature from Jawaharlal 
Nehru University, New Delhi. My signature words are 
“Hope, Live, Believe”. | have recently published my third 
novel “Letters from A Stranger - A Life Changing Map”, a 
blend of a medical thriller with epistolary and philosophical 
underpinnings which is now available as an e-book on 
Amazon Kindle. 
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RANDOM TIME 

Current of time flows on its own way 

Waves of civilization rush on, 

holding hands of change everyday 

Yet, petulant people remain deep in slumber 


in the intoxication of indolent life! 


Burden of haughty luxury 
consumes the stream 


of transparent thoughts bit by bit— 
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Angry disposition mixes in veins 

like intoxicating drugs— 

Fictitious stories surrounded by lies 

Only in the life-ledger! 

Toss of desperate time makes them relentless 
Their hidden talents swing 

like the terrible ebb-and-tide— 

Oh! Imagination burns, 


dreams burn like a flame!! 
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Salman Khan: | am a poet of both Bengali and English 
language, residing in Bangladesh in Bogura district. By 
profession, a teacher of English language. | have 
contributed to various anthologies both nationally and 
internationally. 
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THE LITTLE SONY 

Jimi was the girl 

Small and nice, 

She could not be quiet for a while 

And denied all she did with a clever smile, 
While kids played with the ball 


Jimi was found on the ice. 


She ran through the stairs often 


And fell down below thrice, 


All were helpless to the naughty Sony 
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She fed the cats her bread and honey, 


Only mom cooled her down fisting twice. 


No things unbroken the little Jimi left 
All felt comfort while she slept 
Instead of toys she played with mice, 


She was the little Jimi naughty but nice. 


Saikat Gupta Majumdar: | am an amateur poet. | reside in 
Kolkata. | work in a private organisation in ‘Accounts 
Division’ My hobby is writing poems, rhymes, and captions 
both in English and Bengali. My English poems have got 
published in various online magazines so far. | have 
obtained certificate from one of them also. | wish to get 
established as a Poet. 
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WHO PUT THE CHROME ON YOUR DOME? 
I’ve 


survived 


just 


about 


every 


disaster 


movie 
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worth 


watching. 


Some 


of 


them 


with 


both 


eyes. 
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Ryan Quinn Flanagan: Ryan is a Canadian-born author 
residing in Elliot Lake, Ontario, Canada with his wife and 
many bears that rifle through his garbage. His work can be 
found both in print and online in such places as: Evergreen 
Review, The New York Quarterly, GloMag, The Poet 
Community, Red Fez, and The Oklahoma Review. 
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— with Phyllis Banberger. 
IN A SINGING MOOD 
This morning | woke up 
Singing a love song 
There’s music in my heart 
| have you beside me in 
Our own private world 
| took you in my arms 


And we danced! 
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The soothing effects 

Of peace is the melody 
Words of emotions 

Fall freely from my lips 
Though | pray for the sick 
For the lonely and sad 
My verses long to uplift 
May the sounds of 


Hope reach their ears! 


I’ve been granted 

A new lease on life 
No longer is my spirit 
Broken from past 


Hurt and sorrow! 
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The best gift ever 
Received is you 
And it’s made all 
The difference so 


| sing my happy tune! 


Romeo della Valle: Born in a beautiful island named 
Quisqueya or Hispaniola and from Italian and Spanish 
parents and coming to America very young with a goal, 
mainly, to succeed in life and be happy. | am a man with a 
Vision and a clear mission: 'To spread my message of Love 
an Peace throughout the World and if my poetry can touch 
a single soul in the World, then | would gladly die leaving 
my clear footprints behind! 
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GHOST 


ghost in me 


ghost in you 


my vision 


your expression, your abstraction 


my fire painting 


your mainstream, my underground 


my rainbow 
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your blues 
my sins 


your magic 


my ghost becomes you 
when we breathe, 


the space between dissolves 


and we treasure the joining, 
symphony, 

sheets of sound 

saturating sudden skies, as above 


so below 


my becoming, your reckoning 


your shadow, my shadow 


our images upside down, 


106 


inside, without lines between 


no exit 


ghost in me 
ghost in you 
we are spirits, dancing together 
entwined in some other kind of death, 


another kind of birth 
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Robert Feldman: Inspired by members of my hometown 
Paterson’s (New Jersey) literary tradition, most notably 
Allen Ginsberg and William Carlos Williams, | continue to 
write/publish/present my work (most recently “Hineni”, 
2018; “Sunflowers, Sutras, Wheatfields and other 
ArtPoems”, 2019), make fire paintings, and play tabla. The 
body of my writing and paintings can be accessed at 
https://sites.google.com/site/robertfeldman23/. 
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CONNECTING WITH CLOUDS 

lam a habitual cloud chaser 

Lying on green grass, shaded by trees above 
Enjoying my own ennui in a capricious way 

River ahead reflects my subject wondrously 
Wandering clouds meander in no defined patterns 


| wonder are they chasing me... 


lam not asking rain clouds to carry a message 


Not mapping their beautiful route to bliss; 
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Wafted by breeze, lifted by solar cells 
| watch the milky cadence dance 
Watch with fascination, watch in trance 


| wonder are they carrying me... 


Faked by drift, Choked by tears 

Their hearts broken, they are to pieces shred 
Succumbing to earthly fears 

When they drop dead, they shed 

Last few traces of their heavenly spread 


| wonder are they missing me... 
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Ravi Ranganathan: | am a writer, poet, critic residing at 
Chennai. A retired Banker too. | have so far published three 
Poetry books and am a regular contributor to various 
poetry anthologies. | have won prizes in poetry like ‘Master 
of creative impulse’ and ‘Sahitya Gaurav’. Writing thought- 
provoking 'Myku' is my favourite past-time. | love to write 
on nature, life and human mind. 
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A QUAINT OLD BOOK 
Unfamiliar! 

Familiar! ! 

Unfamiliar again! 

A bunch of memories 
Deep within: 

Petals of a shrivelled rose 
In the pages of 

A quaint old book! 

Or the strands of 


A peacock feather— 
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Once iridescent 

Now bleached over time— 
In the yellowish leaves 

Of a throwback notebook! 
A bit of dull prose; 

Loads of poems 
Overflowing with 

Intense feelings: 

They rumble and roar sometimes 
Causing displacement 

In the heartfloor— 

Oh, once again a Tsunami 


In the ravaged ribcage!! 
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Ranjana Sharan Sinha: Dr. Ranjana Sharan Sinha, a 
professor, author and critic, is a well-known voice in Indian 
Poetry in English. She has authored and published 7 books 
in different genres and 50 research papers. Her poems, 
short stories, and research papers have been widely 
published in highly-acclaimed dailies, magazines, webzines, 
archives and journals, online and print as well. Her poems 
have been published in more than 15 global anthologies. 
She is the recipient of a number of awards for her 
contribution to literature. She received a commendation 
from the former President of India, A.P.J. Abdul Kalam. Two 
of her poems are included in the university syllabus for 
M.A.(English). She lives in Nagpur, India. 
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THE COVID QUESTION 
The sweeper on the street, the cop on the beat, 
The doc checking the pulse, the hassled and tired nurse, 


The journo breaking the news, even as chaos cuts loose. 


The ward boy, the cleaner, the cook, who don’t merit a 
second look, 


The driver, the delivery guy, the courier, 
Each one a Covid Warrior, 


Each one our selfless saviour. 
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They are only doing their job, we reason, sitting in our 
haven 


While they live in pieces, we are happy in our Zen. 


Treated like pariahs in every place, they are denied their 
due in every space. 


The best among us feel a tug of sympathy, 


The worst, become a part of brutal mob frenzy. 


We forget the Warrior too has a family waiting out there, 


Ensnared in a wisp of hope and chunks of fear. 


Even in this hour of viscous gloom, people and nations are 
fighting 


While the world turns dystopian, they are at windmills a 
tilting. 
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As | see the savage apathy, spilling everywhere, 


There is a thought with you, I’d sure like to share. 


Do we as a Species, really need to survive? 


Or just wither away, and gasping for breath, die. 


Before saving the world, from any bizarre virus 


We need to save the Earth, from You, Me & Us. 
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Ramendra Kumar: Ramen is a writer by passion and a 
narcissist by obsession. He has 27 books to his name, 
almost as many awards and translations into several Indian 
and foreign languages. A popular story teller and mentor he 
is working as Chief of Communications, Rourkela Steel 
Plant. He has a page devoted to him on Wikipedia and his 
website is www.ramendra.in 
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We are together with our bag and baggage, 
We have to travel hundreds of miles; 
Our roots are calling for food and shelter, 


Corona forced to move every rank and file; 


We are journeying on foot without any food, 
And trees on roads are our only shelter, 
Maybe we are defying the clutches of death, 


As we are moving helter-skelter; 


We worked on brick kilns and small factories, 


And lived inside the make-shift tinsheds; 
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Our life was not easy that time, 


But lure of pelf prolonged stay on hotbeds; 


Look at our baggage even for once, 
This is the bare minimum we do keep; 
Life is hard and difficult to sustain, 


But we laugh always and never weep. 
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Rakesh Chandra: Mr. Rakesh Chandra is a retired civil 
servant. He is currently pursuing his Ph.D in Law from 
Lucknow University. He has got one collection of poems 
Titled ‘Moon is Black’ and also one collection of Hindi 
Poems. His English poems have found place in different 
Poetry Journals and News Papers’ literary supplements. He 
also has authored two books on Law. 
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MASK 

Covered my face, a coloured cloth 
Sealed my mouth, back and forth, 
Masked my words with corked embrace 


Timeless tune, lie in grace. 


Closed my nostrils, breathe to live 
Veiled freshness, reality grieve, 
Masked inhale in fragrant smell 


Truth lies in anarchical trail. 
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Closed my eyes to escape the glare 
Flaunt my darks, newfound flair, 
Masked my vision to avoid abrasion 


Sunlight dims, cloudless aberration. 


Bleeding to live, truthfully whole 


My innocent heart, my unmasked soul. 
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Rajorshi Patranabis: He is a food consultant by profession. 
He is a bilingual poet. Crossover - love beyond eternity and 
Feriwala are his collections of English and Bengali poems 
respectively. He is also a translator, translating assamese 
poems into Bengali. He had been published in national and 
international magazines and anthologies. 
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GANGA AT KASHI 

Warm, yellow, early 

sun rays on 

steps of stone, 

Cold, turquoise, early 

Ganga water; 

early, sleepy echoes all around; 
L, 

alone, 

not lonely, 


daily drifting, quite out of the river. 
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Vermilion, late, reflected, warm, green: 
Stone steps, water, temples, river, air, 
later, resting echoes all around; 

L, 

between 

stone and water 


that looks foul yet is fair. 
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Rajnish Mishra: He is a poet, writer, translator and blogger 
born and brought up in Varanasi, India. He is the editor of 
PPP E-zine, a poetry e-zine. He has a blog on poetry, poetics 
and aesthetic pleasure: 
https:/poetrypoeticspleasure.wordpress.com. 
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INTROSPECTION ON BLOOD 
Running in all of us, our veins, 
emotions swelling along, 
from birth till teasing end, 
yet, fulfilling its duty, 

from within, Royal flow, 
Dictum of supreme judge, 
Until congealed, its reign 


Beneath its skin sacred. 


Getting poisoned only 


by poison of man and his kin 
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arresting red into solidified block; 
scant respect and regard 
for His Doings and sketch 
of drawings in His unique 


Creations, purchased by money. 


Yet it has a donor pass, 
Blood transfusions and 
Heart transplantations 
So many innovations 


With aid of blood-red blood. 
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Radhamani Sarma: She is as student of Ethiraj college, 
Chennai. She specialized in the plays of W.H. Auden for her 
doctoral thesis from the University of Madras. She obtained 
PGDTE from CIEFL from Hyderabad. She served in 
Pachaiyappa's college and is a retired professor of English 
with 31 years of teaching experience. She has published 
four books of poems and one book of short stories. She is 
widely published in various anthologies and is a reviewer 
and critic. 


Her blogs: 
pearlradhe.blogspot.in 


pearlradfhe.wordpressf.com 
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SOLITUDE IS BLISS 

Solitude is bliss 

When you feel it 

from the bottom of your heart. 
Solitude is bliss 

When you sing it 

Through your mind. 

Solitude is bliss 

When you ride 

Through the moonlight path. 


Solitude is bliss 
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When you drink it 

Through the silhouette of time. 
Solitude is bliss 

When you blink your eyes 

With subtle joy. 

Solitude is bliss 

When you lost your mind 

And no one can disturb you 
But, you live once only 

Like no one is there with you 


Resting on the arms of green. 
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Preety Bora: Hailing from a beautiful state ‘Assam’ (India), 
the poetess, Mrs Preety Bora started writing from her 
college days. She lives in a city called Golaghat with her 
family. Nature inspires her to write poetry. She writes in 
both languages: in English and in Assamese (her mother 
tongue). Her poems have been published in various 
anthologies and magazines in India and in foreign 
countries. 


133 


| offer myself 
At your feet 
You have given 


Enough & more to me 


| never demand 
Anything from you 
| know, | am not 


Worthy to get it 
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| know my divine 
It is not for me only 


But to share it 


With the needy too. 


lam grateful 
To you always 
Pour myself 


Into prayer 
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Praveen Ranjit: He is a creative writer who gets inspiration 
from nature to social issues and enjoys writing poems on 
love, life, compassion, happiness, human relations nature’s 
beauty etc. At a very young age he developed his writing 
Skills, published poems in various anthologies and 
periodicals and received many awards of excellence. He 
was a professor in the Department of Commerce, St. 
Albert’s college, Kochi, Kerala from 1981 to 2014. 
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CHASTITY 


Ah woman! Time and again you have had to prove your 
chastity, virtuosity, virginity! 


How dehumanising is that?! Is woman an object of 
pleasure, a means of providing men for armies? 


Woman, why do you let yourself be brainwashed into being 
a dependent side-kick of man, ever grateful for his 
“‘orotection’ of your physical well-being?! 


Why were witches, sadhvis feared?! Basically, they were 
intelligent, nerdy women, who used their brains to find 
logical solutions and answers to problems and questions. If 
there is a will, there is a way! That knowledge or thought 
process was a closely guarded secret, to be masters of their 
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destiny, to ‘control’ bind society into a whole, harmonious 
group of people. 


Trials and tribulations had to be sorted out by magic, 
wisdom and common sense, to keep society on the straight 
and narrow path. 


No one was above law; king or pauper. Certain modes of 
conduct, had to be followed, to keep high a sense of trust. 
Many doubting Thomases abounded; and they had to be 
shown their place. 


One ‘method’ was the trial by fire. You had to walk over 
simmering hot coals, to prove your innocence. 


Such trials were big ‘events’. Mass hysteria ensued after 
the trials. The victims were hero worshipped or outcast—a 
fate worse than death! 


She, of the lotus feet, after being held captive for a year or 
so, had to undergo, a trial by fire. Her chastity was in 
question; imprisoned in an alien land; set free at long last, 
by her beloved husband. Though he had no doubt in his 
mind, he had to prove his wife’s innocence to his people; to 
regain their respect as their rightful Queen. 


Mortified though she was, she knew her King’s 
helplessness. Rules were rules. In order to take her rightful 
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place beside her husband, the King; she had to endure that 
trial by fire. 


Elaborate preparations were made for this _ public 
judgement. 


She spent the whole day prior to the ‘test’ in meditation 
and prayer. In the evening, lost in thought; she had a 
visitor. It was her main body-guard at the Ashokvan! That 
Amazonian virago was most gentle with this chaste Queen. 


The hefty giant asked the Queen’s permission to speak. 


In the close confines of her sleeping quarters; the Queen 
surrendered herself to the gentle female giant’s 
ministrations. All night, she massaged the Queen’s dainty 
feet with medicinal oils and unguents. 


In the morning, the soles of the Queen’s feet were padded 
with a special ‘henna’ paste. The Queen’s hands and feet 
were decorated with beautiful mehndi designs. The Queen 
dressed solitarily. The gentle giant gave her a mantra to 
chant, to up her positivity and restore her faith in herself. 


The Queen stately in her attire, serenely and sedately 
walked over the burning coals, as if she was walking on a 
carpet of flowers! 


When she emerged unscathed from the billowing smoke, 
the crowds erupted in a thunderous applause. Their faith in 
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their Queen’s chastity restored; they went home satisfied 
and happy to be the subjects of a just, fair King. 


It is not enough to be innocent—you have to be worldly- 


wise too. 


Pratima Apte: She is a poet residing in Pune, India. She is a 
homemaker and a grandmother! She used to write 
sporadically in the Pune edition's Women's page of the 
Indian Express. She loves reading and writing, and words 
are her world. 
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EXIT DOORS 

At times homecoming carries with it many exit doors 

The moment one enters, takes an exit. 

| am used to exit doors 

From the beloved heart | had a final exit 

Since then | have been roaming from one door to another. 
| have seen burrows, caves 

| have seen beauty and cruelty coexisting together. 


The door to childhood dream of fantasy is closed 
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Closed too the door to youthfulness 
Closed are eyes to sensitivities 
Delicacies are rare, hard reality being 
the other name of life. 


Now that all doors are closed, | am searching newer ones 
through words 


Carving a niche in my imagination. 

To my utter surprise, the sky has innumerable doors 
The moon is a door, stars too have doors 

Even my eyes have doors, 

My ears have doors, 

My nostrils have doors 

My skins too have doors 


Who cares if life is full of shutters! 
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Prahallad Satpathy: He hails from the Balangir district of 
Odisha (India). He is a bilingual poet. He writes both in Odia 
and English. So far he has published three anthology of 
poetry in Odia. His poems have been published in national 
anthologies like Scaling heights and _ international 
anthologies like Global Anthology on Peace and Harmony, 
Happy Isle, Feelings International, etc. 
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THE SPICE BOX 

Mustards, waiting to splutter for the day, 
Fenugreek, large in number, 

Peppercorns, 

Cardamom, wondering what's today's occasion 
Coriander, ready to spill over the rest- 

Closed by a steel plate 

Full of dried red chillies 

Standing as a guardian 

To the precious fivesome. 


Sometimes, just the ends remain 
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Still acting like the soldier 


With the same signature sting. 


Prabha Prakash: | am a poet residing in Kochi, Kerala. | am 
a Chartered Accountant and work as Senior Auditor at EY. 
My first poetry anthology "Lost Monsoon" has been 
published by Writers Workshop Kolkata. | have been 
selected for the Reuel International Poetry Prize 2019. 
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A NEIGHBOUR 

Birdies in black colour 

boast their euphonious voice with fervour 
residing in a nearby nest 


their music reach my ears as | rest 
Little birdies, my nearest neighbours 
do not knock! My door 


but sing to me in their mellifluous voice 
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drawn by its music | listen; 


left with no other choice 


The beautiful bird 

Perches on a tree like a jewel 
singing tunes with wonderful words 
| often contemplate; 

It is you who | like to listen always 
Oh bird! Who else could you be? 


A cuckoo cooing in the neighbouring tree 
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Pooja Suresh: Hello! | am Pooja Suresh, an upcoming 
Carnatic music vocalist and | perform concerts along with 
my sister. We sing as vocal duets and | also play the 
instrument Veena. | started writing as a hobby, and now, 
take part in various writing prompts and programs. | also 
recently completed a NANOWRIMO camp setting myself a 
goal of 10000 words and received an honorable mention 
for one of my poems on togetherness written for On Fire 
Cultural Movement. | aspire to write more and read more. 
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As | walked, the other city slept 


Paving stones passed beneath my feet 
And the forsaken wept 


As they struggled to get some heat 


A cardboard box to call one’s home 
With newspaper insulation within the coat 
Matted hair long past a comb 


And the cold damp air affects the throat 
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Homeless in the other city 
But this nightly box city comes each eve 


To acommunity without pity 


Shadows for mankind to grieve 


Late Philip G. Bell: He was born in West London and 
became a professional in the field of vibration and 
acoustics. He was awarded a Fellowship of the Society of 
Environmental Engineers. He has written poetry, short 
stories and a children's novel. He also founded The Young 
Poet Society. He has published a novel, "The Elfin Child." He 
was diagnosed with terminal Motor Neuron Disease and 
died in 2015. 
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STAY SAFE STAY H HOME 


| AM SPEAKING 


as social distance. | am 
the space the silence the wait 
between us 


so often invaded 


as self-isolator. | will keep 
myself to myself maybe bake, 
Spring clean, garden, again. 


| will not intrude, infect. 
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as civic duty. | will cover 
my mouth and nose, wear gloves 
In public. | will report myself 


and others to contact and trace 


. 


Paul Brookes: | am a writer residing in Wombwell, England. 
| work as shop assistant. | have contributed to various 
anthologies. | have also published five poetry books. 
Forthcoming is another poetry collection called Ghost 
Holiday (Alien Buddha Press, 2018). My book ‘Please Take 
Change’ was published by Cyberwit recently. 
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A group of strolling players 
rested under the Neem 

One was dressed as Ganesha 
another as Hanuman 

very distinctly visible 

with very poor make-up though 


one man dressed as Parvathi 


--we wondered why do they do this 


are they doing for Fun 


or livelihood 
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or is it their Dharma to travel around 
doing shows 

Performers in any society 

social status , Money missing 

except film actors 

The Neem wanted to watch them perform 
requested 

immediately they started 

one started playing the Cymbals 
another drummed 

a Performance came alive 

when the Man-Parvati started Lasya 
they proved 

Performance can happen anywhere 


Bravo artists!!! Break a Leg!!! 
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Parasuram Ramamoorthi: He is a poet with three 
published volumes of Poetry. Norwich Musings (2003); Fire 
courts Water 2009; Neem Gita 2011; Playwright with 
twelve plays published and Performed. Autism Advocate 
and Pioneer in the file of Drama for Autism. Chairman 


VELVI www.velvi.org 
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https://in.pinterest.com/pin/255860822559069238 
DO YOU BELIEVE IN FAIRIES? 
Do you believe in fairies? 
| used to believe in them when a child. 
We were children of the no TV age. 


Books and stories were the only rage. 


Gobbling up Grimm’s Fairy Tales from the start to the end. 


And the wonderful fairy stories which my mother narrated. 
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Fairies with gossamer dresses and flowers. 


Wings as fine as sprays and showers. 


Then as a mother, many a fairy tales | have woven. 
In pink and silver dresses they danced. 
Their houses with tiny tables and chairs. 


Or in a beautiful garden their lair. 


Suddenly my love of fairies resurfaced. 
After reading Sir Arthur Conan Doyle’s believe in fairies. 
The child in me was happy to see. 


Fairy photographs* taken by the girls, Francis and Elsie. 


*Cousins Frances Griffith and Elsie Wright of Yorkshire had taken 
photographs of fairies in their garden in 1917...it still remains a mystery 
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Paramita Mukherjee Mullick: | am Dr. Paramita Mukherjee 
Mullick and | live in Mumbai. The sheer love of poetry 
transformed me into a poet from a _ scientist and 
educationist. | have started and am the President of the 
Intercultural Poetry and Performance Library  (IPPL) 
Mumbai Chapter. | have five books to my credit and my 
poems have been published in more than 250 national and 
international journals. | am blessed to receive numerous 
awards including the Gold Rose from Argentina for 
promoting Literature and Culture. Some of my poems have 
been translated into 31 languages. 
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KASHI 

Death traded in the eternal city 

by the side of the holy waters 

that flew with burnt bodies. 

Bhairava settled accounts of sins 

of people who went there for salvation 
believing moksha depended on where one died, 
renounced food to speed up death 

and god invited them. 


Vettiyans kept the funeral pyre 
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guarded by Harichandra, 


burning forever. 


Burning fire of hate in minds, 

death instigated by third parties now, 
executed by groups 

not for settling accounts of sins, 

not for salvation, 

but for big money. 


Kalabhairava lost his legacy. 


Note: Vettiyans are believed to be the heirs of veerabahu, who made 
Harichandra, vettiyan. 
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Pankajam: Pankajam, retired from BHEL as DM/Finance, is 
a bilingual poet and novelist settled at Chennai, India. In 
addition to several poems, book reviews, and articles 
published in national and international journals, she has 
twenty-two books to her credit, including thirteen books of 
poems, a translated poetry collection in French and three 
fictions in English. Three books on literary criticism, viz., 
Femininity Poetic Endeavours, History of Contemporary 
Indian English Poetry-An Appraisal and Socio-Cultural 
Transition in Modern Indian English Writing & Translation 
discuss her works in detail. She has won many awards for 
poems and short stories including Rock Pebbles National 
Literary Award 2019. 
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THE GARDEN'S BIRD 

| have been the garden always 

until | decided to be a migrating bird 
that fluttered through many gardens 


during different seasons in my life. 


| found myself in your paradise 
where i rested, played, thrived 
even flew away to other gardens 


flying back if i felt like doing so. 
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one afternoon, as i pecked your chest 
feeding off its opulent goodness 
i understood other birds that fed off me 


poignantly, | thought of the garden in me 


Ah, | settle, build a nest within you 
until i wish to be garden again 
for i'm layers unknown to myself 


a fool to expect another to know me 


Now that i know what it is to be a bird 
To fly, stay, love, grow, detach or cuddle, 
| know there is no need to make a bird 


of a garden or anything else to hold love. 
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Panjami Anand: | am an occult practitioner by profession. 
Sometimes it helps to know that we are all fighting secret 
battles and we are not the only ones in pain. | love to 
observe human relationships and nothing inspires my 
writing more. Thus, the dominating theme of all my 
writings are conflicts and triumphs of the same. 
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THE BARN 
The barn stood on the desolate ruins of a battlefield. 


The father of a young soldier who had died in a futile war 
gazed at it sadly. The door of the barn was hanging loosely 
off its hinges, thanks to some relentless termites and the 
windows were gaping open sightlessly as if they had 
witnessed horrors and were permanently frozen in shock. 
The barn lacked a human hand that would tend to it 
lovingly and soon it had become a victim of neglect. A 
family might have lived there, but now only the sad echo of 
a little boy’s laughter was heard by the heartbroken old 
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man. A lone raven hovered above the roof, watching him 
with beady malevolent eyes. 


It was a cold winter evening when the heart and hands feel 
chilled to the bone. Death had happened here and it 
showed on the wooden rafters when a lone corpse of a bat 
that looked shriveled fell off the rafters as a chill wind blew 
noisily through the roof. Unwelcome weeds surrounded the 
barn, their presence mocking his wish for life. 


Soft sobs shook his frail body, filling the air with pain and 
futile despair. Sorrow for what could have been and grief 
for what the barn had become was felt intensely by the 
father whose vision for his handsome son had been of a 
long, happy life, but death personifies itself by infiltrating a 
home and the heart when fate plays a cruel hand. 


166 


Padmini Rambhatla: | am a poet, teacher and homemaker 
residing in Chennai, India. | work as a high school English 
teacher. | have contributed to Glomag and my children’s 
school magazine. | have not published anything so far but in 
the near future, | will. | also enjoy painting in different 
mediums, watching movies and listening to music. 
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RAT RACE 
Ten mighty albatrosses all set to soar 


One spied a fish and went to find some more. 


Nine mighty albatrosses take to the sky 


One flew to join its mate and then there were eight. 


Eight mighty albatrosses searching for heaven 


One veered off course leaving but seven. 
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Six mighty albatrosses caught in a fix 


One stood down and then there were six. 


Six mighty albatrosses gliding on the wind 


One took a downward dive and then there were five. 


Five mighty albatrosses flying to the shore 


One fell asleep leaving only four. 


Four mighty albatrosses soaring over the quay 


One fought a gull and then there were three. 


Three mighty albatrosses spotted by a crew 


One got shot down and then there were two. 


Two mighty albatrosses fighting for the crown 


A sailor trapped one leaving but one. 
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One mighty albatross coming in to land 


Crown on head and scepter in hand. 


Nivedita Karthik: | am a poet residing in Gurgaon, Haryana, 
India. | work as a freelance reviewer. | am an accomplished 
Bharatanatyam dancer, and my ramblings on subjects that 
catch my _ fancy can be found on my _ blog 
“justrandomwithnk.com” and on my YouTube channel Just 
random with NK. 
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A TOUR! 
soul was pure and is still pure; | believe, 


flesh was too pure until the hostile relief. 


An immature mind labelled it 
as touched by dark sentiment, 
after being haunted for decades, 


slowly overcame my own statement. 


It was not mine but evils of others, 


peace to me after observing the matters. 
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life has given a lot of negatives to lament, 


with little positivity | challenged all predicament. 


reasoned and trained my budding brain, 
a tour of self-learning for cure | planned then. 
exploring and exploring; drained myself, 


from reading to writing rational thoughts. 


| discover everyday a new person in me, 
now 


It helps to understand others a bit easily. 


and when it is an animal; my true love sprouts, 
and it assures that | have heard nature's call. 
while diving into their eyes | feel the purity 


| believe we human too need such naivety. 
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turning point at the instances of betrayal, 
not just once 


but few times; forged me to be a golden girl. 


thanks to the soul | am gifted with, 


never left me alone in my pursuit. 


now it’s time to give back to the world | live in. 
a new realisation; my mind is seeking, 
my words and my service to the belief | follow, 


where the torn one will smile and life will flow. 


yes! |am now a butterfly out of a caterpillar, 


learning from life all the time for good, best; for better. 
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Nitusmita Saikia: By profession, an instructor in National 
Cadet Core, India, Nitusmita Saikia is a keen worshiper of 
literature. She is working presently in Jorhat Assam, India. 
She writes in both English and own regional language 
(Assamese). Being active in various online Poetry groups 
and blogs, she has been writing for E-Magazines like Tuck 
Magazine (USA), FM-Online (USA) poetry magazine, and 
blog Sparking.biz. With these, her poems have been 
published in various poetry anthologies National and 
International. 
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BLINDNESS 
Caged and ignorant 
Hungry and thirsty, 


Impatience lures me. 


Bread, just a meal 
Bound, and stock 


Perpetually behind bars. 


Blindness and inexposure 


Darkness and inexperience 
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Deafness and indiscipline 
Lameness and insensitivity 


Dumbness and illiteracy. 


Feed not your stomach 
Weed off your dwarfism 
Sprout your seed 

Pray your creed 


And grow your breed. 
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Ngozi Olivia Osuoha: | am a poet/writer/thinker residing in 
Nigeria. | currently enjoy my work as a writer; | have 
contributed to over forty international anthologies. | have 
also published three poetry books and co-authored one, 
and published over two hundred and fifty poems/articles in 
over twenty countries. Some of my pieces have been 
translated and published in different languages too. 
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"Mommy, please tell 

The best fairy tale, 

Where the princess is 

Always happy at the end!" 

"Oh! It's the best, | know, 

‘Cause the princess steals the show 
She's the strongest and 

Never lets herself bend! 

She never compromises 


With the evil around her, 
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And fights like the true warriors. 
She rises from the ashes 

Like the glowing fiery phoenix, 

And breaks through all the barriers." 
"Oh! Momma, | want to be 

A fighter with bravery 

Just like her when | grow!" 

"Be the strongest, fairest being 
Don't be afraid of anything, 


And you'll be the best princess ever 


You know!" 
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Nazia Islam: | am a teacher, currently residing in Dhaka, 
Bangladesh. As an Early Childhood Educator by profession, 
my dream is to make a difference in the world by shaping 
the minds of the future generation. | write out of passion 
and sometimes, out of whim. | love nature, books and 
simplicity, and the sound of rain. 
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TO GEORGE 
You gasped 


‘| can’t breathe’, 


Well, George dear, 


| can’t breathe too, 


Yes! 


We all can’t breathe, 
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The knees of authorities are pressing hard on our throats, 


And they are pressing hard for they are afraid, 


Yes! 


Those silly cowards are afraid! 


Like they had been looking at the eyes of Martin Luther 
King, 


| can’t breathe George! 
| can’t breathe! Washington! 


| can’t breathe! Gandhi! 
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Moinak Dutta: | am a poet and novelist, residing at Kolkata. 
| work as a teacher. | have contributed to various national 
and international anthologies. | have got two published 
fictions to my credit. My third fiction will be published 
soon. | have worked as editor of several anthologies. 
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FAMILY FEUD 
Break 

in the rain, 
thunderstorms; 
bolt angular lightning 
slithers away west. 
Walking, 
nanosecond flash 
family memories, 
personal, 

revert, 


tautology fault of style 
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acerbic chats 

daggers in heart these words, 
confused, 

dicey dungeon sharp spike. 

A labyrinth, ruined passages, 
secret chambers, cellmates, now 
for life. 

Wind storms move away, 

young willow trees natter— 


smallest branches, still snap. 
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Michael Lee Johnson: He is a dual citizen of the United 
States and Canada. Today he is a poet, freelance writer, 
amateur photographer, and small business owner in Itasca, 
DuPage County, Illinois. He is published in more than 1072 
new publications, his poems have appeared in 38 countries, 
he edits, publishes 10 poetry sites. He has been nominated 
for 2 Pushcart Prize awards poetry 2015/1 Best of the Net 
2016/2 Best of the Net 2017, 2 Best of the Net 2018. 198 
poetry videos are now on YouTube 
https://www.youtube.com/user/poetrymanusa/videos. 
Editor-in-chief poetry anthology, Moonlight Dreamers of 
Yellow Haze: http://www.amazon.com/dp/1530456762; 
editor-in-chief poetry anthology, Dandelion in a Vase of 
Roses. 


186 


IN HARMONY WITH NATURE 

You need not sing with nature 

You need not play an instrument 

You only need to relax and have fun 

If you know to enjoy the treasures 
Nature has bestowed us in many ways 
It's beauty it's sounds it's colours 
Nature is therapeutic 

Nature is fill of life 

Nature lives and grows 


Filled with peace and grace 
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Open up yourself and play your part 
Love and protect the environment 


With all your heart and soul 


Be normal be human 


Merlyn Alexander: I'm a poetess residing in Nagercoil, 
India. I'm a housewife. My passion includes writing, 
cooking, and painting. | have contributed to many 
anthologies. | have published six books in Haiku Poetry. I'm 
currently waiting for my first anthology of English poems to 
be published soon. 
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RUT 


There’s a mechanistic timbre beneath the forced rituals and 
parroted greetings soiled by rolling in a rut. Why can’t we 
chirp or frisk or splash and throw away our watches? 
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Late Mushtaque Ali Khan Babi AKA Max Babi: Max was a 
multilingual writer, poet who liked a wide variety of 
formats — whose life was full of oxymoronic shades, a 
polymath who went from being a specialist to a generalist 
to a versatilist. Mentoring by being a catalyst enthralled 
him, he wrote on serendipity and intuition, conducted 
workshops on a range of subjects and topics. He was a very 
friendly Santa Claus. 
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THE GRAYS MATTER 


Neither white nor black, 
Compassion exists but something they lack! 
Potential saints, 

Or souls with taint! 

Good infused with bad; 

Happiness sometimes they spread, 

At times they make us sad! 

Bridge between the two worlds, 

Judge them through a thin blur! 

When least expecting, they lend a helping hand, 


Yet you can't call them a friend! 
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Mystic are their ways, mystic is their soul, 
Their darkness got light, blemished is their bright! 
Holding hope for better, 


Gray souls matter! 
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Mansi Sharma: She is a passionate writer, who sowed 
seeds and watered the plants of writing while basking in 
the warmth of motherhood! A former Officer in a govt. 
Organizational with a degree in Management and a literary 
heart, is now taking baby steps just like her baby, towards 
writing! 
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THE FIRST CUT IS THE DEEPEST 
The first cut is the deepest 
Which slashes your mind 
horizontal and keeps it 

clotted like a vestige of 

a tumor inside your ribs 
Sending percussions 

Into your limbs 

Depositing as debris 

Inside your bone marrow 


Making it lose its intrinsic 
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quality to heal 

For ages the first cut 

of your body turns it into 

a tunnel of ghost sounds 

The first cut is often the deepest 
since it eats the ears of your flesh 
Making you deaf and dumb to 

The rhythms of the day and night 

The first cut is often the deepest for it 
makes your head swim like continents 
Breaking it off like land masses 

Prone to tectonic shifts at all times 
The first cut is often the deepest for 


It hangs vertical from the hooks of your soul like a corpse 
one sees in 


A cryptic town of Amravati 
Whose head hung from a chariot 
body shrouded entirely but 


Face open, smeared in 
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pink is taken along with 

the rainfall of marigolds and loud cracker bursts. 
The first cut is often the 

deepest as a plethora of 

lotuses bloom from it 

Turning it into a marshland 

and of which one has to be 

extra cautious to not let 


it turn into a desert at any cost 
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Manisha Manhas: Manisha is a Poet residing in Pathankot. 
She has been published in many national and international 
journals. Writing poetry is a cathartic experience for her. 
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ANOTHER CHAPTER 


COVID will just be a chapter in your life 

This is not the end just hold on tight 

Do things right with faith hope and positive thoughts 
We are not the only ones 

we are just a part of nature's path. 

Compulsively locked in, let's think 

of those we have pushed to the fringe... 

Caged and isolated we think, 

what are the things we really need? 

Clothes jewellery money won’t buy new life 


Friends family food are our real needs 
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Our values redefined; our priorities changed 
Health peace joy, our new USP s 

No rush to work nor dying to dress 

COVID you made us seek inner peace 

Goodbye we will definitely bid you 

along with a few other things 

that’s clogged our heads 

We need to remove them to enable us to breathe 
to live an inclusive life, to embrace natures pace 


to live by the seasons and dance by the winds! 
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Madhu Sriwastav: She is an academic, erratic writer, 
compulsive poet, critic, translator, reviewer. She is based in 
Kolkata. She has published in several International and 
National anthologies and journals. She is a regular GloMag 
contributor. She has performed poetry in several Poetry 
festivals such as AKLF, Guntur International Poetry Festival, 
etc. 
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LET ME BE 

let me be the meandering brook 
dancing through the parched hills 
resting for a while amidst the thirst 
longing for the bubbly spring 


spraying with the misty droplets 


or let me be the fire 


that ignites the sun 


burning all the while 
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make you burn too in the heat 


with flames of fiery passions 


let me be the dewdrop 

that rolls down the eyes 

of the wild flower 

mixes with her fragrance 
and calms your crazy nerves 
let me be the morning scent 
heady and strong 

wet as the early breeze 
cooling those burning 


unslept eyes of yours 


let me be the fountain of love 


sparkling like crystal 


reflecting the colours 
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of the flitting rainbow 


in the chambers of your heart 


let me just be the kiss 

nestled between those two lips 
scrunched and bruised 

yet red and throbbing 


on your vibrant mouth day after day 
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Madhumita Bhattacharjee Nayyar: She is a bilingual writer 
(writing both in Hindi and English). A poetess, blogger, 
lifeskills counsellor, healer, she is also a social commentator 
and works with women and children. She is the author of 
"THE NIGHT JASMINE AND OTHER LOVE POEMS". She is the 
winner of ICON OF THE YEAR-LIFESKILLS COUNSELLOR 
2015-2016, CREATIVE WRITER OF THE YEAR 2016, and 
Indian Women Achievers Award 2016 for Creative Writing. 


203 


The serenity and the caress 
Lingers long 

Even after the dawn 

After you are long gone 

Taking deep sigh 

Looking up in the sky 

Lying lonely on the rocky beach 
The ruffling waves 

Tenderly touching the skin 


Titillating the senses divine 
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The ebb and flow 

Reflects well 

The turmoil inside 
Reverberating 

in my heart and mind 

The moments of inexplicable joy 


A sense of fulfilment and eternal peace. 


Life reflects its enigma in each entity 
Perfect moment of bliss ain't a myth 
The eternal love reflects so beautifully 
In nature's bounty 

How elegantly the azure skies 

And the endless oceans 

Go side by side 

Meeting only 


At the horizon 
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Yet being together 


Till the times sustain. 


Madhu Jaiswal: She is a poet, writer, editor and a social 
worker based in Kolkata, India. She has got published in 
various national and international anthologies and _ is 
regularly featured in popular literary magazines and e- 
zines. As an executive editor of The Impish Lass Publishing 
House Mumbai, she has 5 anthologies to her credit. Madhu 
is a friendly, optimistic and compassionate person who 
believes in humanity and volunteers for the upliftment of 
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the underprivileged and destitute. According to her, hope, 
belief, and perseverance are the powerful mantras that 
have the ability to pave our path towards success no matter 
what. Her writings often revolve around these keywords. 
She can be contacted at madhuj2203@gmail.com. 
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GHAZAL 
lama lone 'thought' rare, amidst crowded words 


lama mere ‘sigh’ midair, amidst crowded words 


| am invisible in the eyes brimming with love 


lama lost 'tear' amidst crowded words 


| am inebriated, the delicate fragrance of petrichor 


| am the first raindrop clear, amidst crowded words 
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| am embedded deep in the labyrinth 


lam a drop in sea sphere, amidst crowded words 


lam in his kiss, his passions, his brutal betrayal 


lama strained 'breath' despair, amidst crowded words 


lam his stolen glance, tugging my affection 


lama solitary soul dear, amidst crowded words 


| am a superfluously scattered in the agony of the heart 


| am a wandering cloud bare, ‘Lubna’ amidst crowded 
words 
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Lubna Ahmed: She is a Certified Master NLP (Neurological 
Linguistic Programming) Practitioner; NLP Workshop 
Facilitator and Soft Skills trainer; and Certified Advanced 
Life Coach. She conducts SuperKoolKids Art Therapy 
workshops. She resides in Delhi with her family. She has 
managed to carve a niche for herself in the literary world by 
her ever so simple ‘Love poems’. ‘Princess Lubna’ is her pen 
name, her writers’ identity. Her love poems are spiritual 
and have a Mystical Aura. She has written many poems for 
National and International Anthologies. She is an avid 
traveller. 
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MISS YOU DAD ON FATHER’S DAY 

Dad | want to be your child again. 

Again | want to know as your darling princess, 

Again | want play with you and learn, 

This time | will remember all the stories you tell, 

| will follow obediently than before, 

Never will | quarrel or grumble for your stern words, 
Never will | disobey your advises, 

This time | will not maintain any secrets, 


| know then also you know me better than myself, 
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There’s lot to share with you.... 

You are nowhere, 

| talk to myself, thinking it’s you guiding me, 

When emptiness covers my vision, 

| search you in your words and action, 

Then gets my answer to move boldly, 

| feel you smiling from your pic, 

Saying you are always with me, 

Dad, | know you will never come back to us, 

| miss you so much, 

As | want to be your child again, 

This time | will not leave my lion share of love to any one, 
Let others quarrel or grumble for my selfish motive, 
You are my dad and | am your darling child, 

Miss you on Father’s Day, 


Happy Father’s Day!! 
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ON REDMI NOTES PRO 
CAMERA 


Lopamudra Mishra: She resides in Bhubaneswar Orissa. 
She completed her graduation in English Hons from 
Sailabala Women’s college, Cuttack and post-graduation in 
English from Ravenshaw’ University, Cuttack. Her 
fascination for writing came from her grandfather and 
father from an early age. Writing for her is the powerful 
medium of expression. Her poems have been published in 
many magazines and anthologies. Her works include her 
very own published books: “Rhyme Of Rain”, ‘First Rain’, 
‘Tingling Parables’, and “Rivulet Of Emotions”. 
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DON’T ASK THE PLANO! 
Don’t ask the Planoi 
if it’s possible to live a normal life 


and never tell a lie. 
Don’t ask the Planoi, 
those who juggle visions, 


and alter time. 


Rebels, with their tricks, 


always breaking society’s rules. 
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They bamboozle the poor with promises 
of great wealth, 
only to be bought with small coin 


at the counters of corner stores. 


They maneuver the well fed 
to throw away uneaten food 


when there are those who are hungry. 


Deception, illusion, ruse 


Modern day devil’s in disguise. 


But, we must remember 

that they are the ones being deceived, 

because they never lose their cauls, 

will never see the flip side to the world’s sorrows; 
the result of those who work endlessly to 


show the world clearly in all its beauty. 
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Linda Imbler: Linda Imbler has five published poetry 
collections and one hybrid ebook of short fiction and 
poetry. She is a Kansas-based Pushcart Prize and Best of the 
Net Nominee. More information can be found at 
lindaspoetryblog.blogspot.com. 
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Today there is such a sparkle on your face 
And your glances are so enigmatic 


You can't blame me if my heart misses a beat 
Your face glows through your long lush tresses 
As if it's the sun at dawn peeping through clouds 


You spread joy in all directions by your gaze 


When you look down coyly 


It's not shyness but a readiness for mischief 
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Your suppressed smile hides your excitement 


Betrayed by your youthful exuberance 


You usher in freshness 
Whichever way you turn 
You carry the springtime in your steps 


No one else has your charm and allure 
Note: Translation from 

Title: aap ke hasiin rukh pe aaj nayaa nuur hai 
Film: Bahaaren Phir Bhi Aayengi 

Music Director: O P Nayyar 

Lyricist: Anjaan 


Singer(s): Mohammad Rafi 
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Kerala Varma: He hails from Chirakkal (Kannur). He is a 
former Deputy General Manager of State Bank of India and 
lives in Chennai with his wife Chitra. He is an amateur 
writer, who believes in “simple living, simple thinking”, 
welcoming enrichers of life like love, humour, long walk, 
the river, sea, mountain, books, music and Internet and 
avoiding complicaters of life like greed, anger, ambition, 
sentimentalism, sexism, god, rituals, religion and 
superstitions. 
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WALTZ OF THE SCARECROW 


That which gives often...may receive nothing in return. 
Do not be deceived by the words etched in stones. 
Corn often grows taller than words; 
words often grow taller than deeds. 

The Scarecrow walks the fields at night through stalks 
of corn taller than tales told by the fire. 

We take our cache and fill silos; forty suns each field. 
Mule shoes and wagons cut furrows in the black soil. 


Geese feed in flocks as tendrils of wispy fog surrounds 
them. 


Took one for our bellies and put it to spit and hot coals. 
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At dusk, we sit by the fire and drink our ale and watch as 
women gather husk and stubble for rope. 

A full moon rises high above, as a Scarecrow waltzes in 
the clods of earth while mice search for seed and try 
not to succumb to the Great Owl. 

Starlings and ravens pick clean all the cob and stubble 
as the sun warms our bones. 

And within the breath of a wise man, 


the sun falls and the scarecrow smiles once again. 
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Ken Allan Dronsfield: He is a disabled veteran and prize 
winning poet from New Hampshire, now residing in 
Oklahoma. A proud member of the Poetry Society of New 
Hampshire, he has five poetry collections to date; ‘The 
Cellaring', 'A Taint of Pity', 'Zephyr's Whisper', ‘The 
Cellaring, Second Edition’ and ‘Sonnets and Scribbles’. Ken's 
been nominated three times for the Pushcart Prize and six 
times for Best of the Net. He was First Prize Winner for the 
2018 and 2019, Realistic Poetry International Nature Poetry 
Contests. Ken loves writing, hiking, thunderstorms, and 
spending time with his cats Willa and Yumpy. 
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THE MESSAGE OF THE MASK 

Hallmark of Covid times, unique costume accessory, 
The Mask. 

The expensive ugly-looking masks, 

Flaunted like a status symbol.. 


Home-made, humble, apparatus, hanky-masks, handy- 
masks, rough-made, 


Protection of the poor, 


Worn with genuine virus-fear... 
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Unable to afford neither disease nor death, nor the next 
meal.. 


The masks of the fashionable, in varied preferred hues, 
Festive masks for Birthday bashes, 

House-party masks, showcasing craft skills, 

A 'maskquerade' party..! 

Talking about them for ages, on virtual meet-ups.. 

This saga of Masquerade, 

What was its message through the Ages? 

Those of the era of Romeo and Juliet, 

Has it not taught humanity a lesson, of humanity, yet? 
The ancient spirit-ceremony mask dance, 


Taking on the body of the wearer, merging as if mask and 
visage were one.. 


The swap of identities, spirit power consecrating the 
wearer... 


Coronavirus, have you brought back a totem amcestor, of 
the masked people? 


To cast out the demons of greed and hubris? 
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The Golden funerary masks of the pharaohs, 
What message did they have on death? 


The Samurai masks of war, what lessons do you teach, of 
peace? 


The world has witnessed masks, enough, 


Are we, this time, learning the lesson of more silence, and 
less noise, 


Especially from that dangerous organ, the mouth? 
A post-pandemic world is on the brink of emergence, 


Let us learn our lessons, fast! 
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Kamar Sultana Sheik: She is a poet, writing mostly on 
themes of spirituality, mysticism, and nature with a focus in 
Sufi Poetry. Her professional career spanning 18 years has 
been in various organizations and Institutions including the 
IT sector. She is a self-styled life coach and has currently 
taken a break to focus on her writing full-time. Sultana has 
contributed to various anthologies and won several prizes 
in poetry contests. A green enthusiast, blogger and 
content-writer, Sultana calls herself a wordsmith. 
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BLIND TOUCH 

Every evening, when home-bound children 
Return through dusty lanes from playground; 
When shadows cease sculpting emptiness, 
shades gradually fade with the maturing sky 


The woman rushes to the graveyard. 
The daylong ebbs of tacit pain 
mellowing drop after drop in her turgid breasts 


becomes stony, until the sits 
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calm and composed by the tiny grave, 


her blind breasts weeping milk. 


The soft suckling lips - thirsty lifelong, 
that presses on her oozing pain 

gets too too close to be seen. 

The vacuous warmth of the infant mouth 


drains out her condensed pain. 


Her sandy eyes could never drop a drop. 
Her blouse is wet and sticky 

every night, fragrant with a blind touch 
of nursling, returning relieved 


Unburdening the treasure of life. 
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Kakoli Ghosh: She is a poet/short story writer from 
Durgapur, West Bengal, India. She wears many hats—a 
freelance writer, painter, beauty advisor and jewellery 
designer and has a keen interest in music and art in 
general. Apart from contributing to various anthologies, she 
has also published a poetry book. 
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shutterstock.com + 1680627376 
BATTLE IT OUT—COVID 

| yearn for those days last Nov when 
When we had the cold blanket 

of cares and joys, faced them as one. 


Until the malicious genie struck. 


| yearn for those days when we 
Soothed our dear kin at home 
Or abroad with lasting breath of love... 


Until words froze in a vacuum. 
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| yearn for those days when eye 
Could see a mate, lips widen into 
A smile and hands fold in warmth. 


Until walled in a self-made cocoon. 


Never in the remote corner of mind 
Did we even fancy or foresee a day 
when kith was forced to warn its kin. 


And feel to be forewarned is forearmed. 


This day too will pass into the annals 
that tell tales of fortitude and pluck, 
straddling the seas and the cosmos. 


The enduring breath ever prevails. 
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K.S.Subramanian: | am a poet and short story writer living 
in Chennai. | have published two volumes of verse through 
Writers Workshop, Kolkata. | have nine published short 
stories and also poems in several anthologies. "Dreams" got 
the Asian Age prize. 
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TO MICHAEL 

In this city with seven million shouts, 
cars honking, helicopters circling, 
trains rumbling by. In that rush of day 
as the sun pours down, we escape 


to the beach, to our ocean. 


| brought you three sea oats. 


You gave me fields of wild flowers, 


amid coffee cups, five hour talks. 
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To Michael flying, Michael riding... 
Michael who haunts the streets 
of New York, who lies awake 

all night in Boston. To Michael 


who sees with the third eye. 


| gave you my love. 


Joan McNerney: Her poetry has been included in numerous 
literary magazines and anthologies. She has four Best of the 
Net nominations. 
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MAGGI 

Yummy Noodles, 
Yeah! 

Yummy noodles 
Shaping doodles 
On my plate 
Giving me 

Bliss 

Making me forget 


Every other dish 
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Every other ‘what if' 
Every other anxiety 
Every other adversity 
A heavenly state 
When people 

From all ages 

Get to relax 

Get to enjoy 
Forgetting 


All woes!! 
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Jayant Singhal: | am a writer residing in Delhi, India. | am an 
Economics student. | have contributed to various 
anthologies. | am currently holding the position of Joint 
Secretary of my department. 
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AMOR FATI 
| wrote love poems 


to give you the in-sight 


of my soul, under 
the delusion that words 


have the might 
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to move -- 
it must have been 


hallucination... 


So | learn a new language... 


my Russian textbook 
singularly omits 


the vocabulary of passion 
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Jagari Mukherjee: She holds an MA in English Language 
and Literature from University of Pune, and was awarded a 
gold medal and several prizes by the University for excelling 
in her discipline. Her poems and other creative pieces have 
been published in different venues both in India and 
abroad. She is a Best of the Net 2018 nominee, a DAAD 
scholar from Technical University, Dresden, Germany, a 
Bear River alumna, and the winner of the Poeisis Award for 
Excellence in Poetry 2019, among other awards. She 
recently won the Reuel International Prize For Poetry 2019. 
Her chapbook Between Pages was published by Cherry- 
House Press, Illinois, USA, in June 2019. She is currently 
pursuing her PhD from Seacom Skills University, Bolpur, 
India. 
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MY ROOTS ARE SUFI 


I'm a follower of Rumi, Jami, Ibn Arabi, Junaid, Bayazid, 
Bedil, 


Coz my roots are Sufi. 


I'm born of earth but my soul will merge with the angels of 
daffodil. 


Coz my roots are Sufi. 
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When Noah is going to sail upon the flooding waters, | will 
be his ark, 


Whatever will be the commands, with open arms | will 
hark, 


Coz my roots are Sufi 


When Moses will go forth as a shepherd, | will be his staff in 
hand, 


| will walk foot by foot whether through blazing fire or 
quaggy land, 


Coz my roots are Sufi. 


My soul has merged with yours— water into water, wine 
into wine, 


Now there is nothing left but only love 
and the scent of thine, 


Coz my roots are Sufi. 
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With every breath | plant the seeds of devotion—l ama 
farmer of the heart. 


Day and night | see the face of union— 


lam the mirror of God. A beautiful art. 


Coz my roots are Sufi. 


Imran Yousuf: He is a Poet/Writer/Columnist from Kashmir, 
India. Currently working as Columnist and Journalist, he has 
contributed his poems to various reputed magazines, 
journals and international anthologies. He has also written 
a series of articles about the great Poets of the Kashmir 
Valley (starting from 14th century) that were published in 
various newspapers and magazines and now being 
compiled into a book, expected to be launched soon. 
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METEOR 


Original: Assamese: Guna Moran 


Translation: Bibekananda Choudhury 
It’s a star till it twinkles 


A meteor the moment it drops down 


There is no ladder in space 


A meteor dropped down 


On the stock of corn 


That was produced 


At the cost of my sweat and blood 
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Till this moment 
| couldn’t fathom 


What has been the fault with the corn 


Pondering over and over 


Guna Moran: He is an Assamese poet and critic. His poems 
are being translated into Italian and France language and 
have been published in various national and international 
magazines, journals, websites, newspapers such as The 
Tuck magazine, Spillword, The Merak magazine, The Setu 
magazine, Story Mirror, The Poem Hunter, The Sentinal, 
The Hills Times, Best Poetry and so on. 
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ANOTHER DAY 


| want another day, a different day. 


After a wrenching parting, it’s coming, 


After seasons of fear, it’s coming. 
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The rivers are cleansing their lies 


the sparrows calling in the setting sun. 


No more anxiety within, no more burning, 


the sun beckons homeward. 


Alphabets line up in rows of green in a field. 


smile spans a wall; laughter engraves a tunnel. 


There will be no tears, no murky nights. 


the word’ love’ needles into the skin. 


The morning lights rest easy on your soul 


create bridges in new syllables. 


move on beyond dark thoughts. 
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Gopal Lahiri: | am a bilingual poet, writer, critic and 
translator residing in Kolkata. | have contributed to various 
anthologies and have also published nine volumes of poetry 
in English and seven volumes in Bengali. In addition, | have 
also jointly edited two anthologies of poems in English and 
also have one translation work of short stories of Israel, 
translated by me from English to Bengali. | have recently 
edited a book on selected songs of Tagore translated in 
English. | am currently editing a collection of poems on 
Jallianwalabagh Martyrdom. 
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IN MEMORY OF GEORGE FLOYD 

life echoes across the vast theatre stage 

darkness in its macabre role 

shuts out the light with a swift slew of its callous hands 
death comes dressed in all its irony 

death came with murderous intent 

on Memorial Day 

the day we honour men and woman 

who gave up their lives 

for liberty, justice, and equality 


to make the world a better place for all 
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he was not the enemy 

but his colour was 

being black was a death sentence 

in the eyes and mind of those who believed 
in a false sense of supremacy 

on this solemn day of remembrance 

they came from far and wide 

to commemorate his life 

to decorate the spot where he had fallen 


with flowers and cards of sympathy 


they heard him cry out in pain 

i cannot breathe, i cannot breathe 
don’t kill me, he begged 

his plaintive cry they refused to hear 
in his last breath of life, 

he called out to his loving mother 


mama they are killing me, 
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Mama don’t let me die, 
as his precious life ebbed from his body 
and the cold cruel tarmac froze his breath 


and his lifeless body lay wasted 


if death be a tragedy, it must be here on the black tarmac 
alongside the pavement. 


at the intersection of E 38th Street and Chicago Avenue in 
Minneapolis 


his life became more significant than death, 
and his death become an ode, 


the music of which we will sing for ever 
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Gonapragasen Naicker Aka Danny: He is an Indian born, 
and brought up in South Africa. He has been fascinated by, 
and writing poetry since his early boyhood. He has 
performed his poetry at various forums, including the 
Poetry Africa Festival, the Mauritian Writers’ Association, 
and Glorioustimes, India. He is the Convenor of the Live 
Poets Society, Durban, South Africa. 
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| LOST MY VOICE 


Somewhere in the innumerous rituals that surrounded your 
death 


and the selfish demands of the living 
and in the midst of the abuse 


and in the lack of light in your eyes and your perfunctory 
nods that reiterated your indifference again and again... 


while they lit up with animation when my brother so much 
as came into the room 
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Somewhere amidst the rules of behavior that children must 
be seen not heard, that your opinions don't matter, so do 
as you're told 


and the ‘isn't it time you started working, you lazy so and 


SO 


and the 'you're in your mid-20s, it's time you got married 
(even though you're...)' 


and in the time that | laughed with the boss at his stupid, 
senseless jokes, and did his dirty work for him that he so 
diligently delegated while my promotion dangled in his 
hands like a knife on a thin thread.. 


Somewhere about the time | came home to a spouse who 
found fault with everything | did, nothing is right 


whose love swayed with the amount of money | earned 


Somewhere amidst the lack of friends who had all got 
married and disappeared 


Somewhere...when | had no say when the 500 Rs notes in 
my purse turned to mere papers in a moment 


and the movie ticket | bought to spend a little quality time 
with my family doubled overnight making it an 
unaffordable luxury 
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Some time when no matter how much | achieved, | couldn't 
make it to ‘first grade’ because that's reserved for a certain 
skin type, for the insider, for the right caste... 


Somewhere when | was told that some section was 
imposed that could take away my living in the wink of an 
eye and leave me and my family stranded on a road to 
nowhere... 


Somewhere amidst it all... 


| lost my voice. 
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Glory Sasikala: She is a poet, novelist, and publisher 
currently residing in Chennai, Tamilnadu, India. She is the 
editor and publisher of the online poetry and prose 
magazine, ‘“GloMag,’ published every month on Facebook. 
She brings out two hard copy versions of the magazine 
every year. She is the administrator of the GloMag Group 
and Love Group on Facebook. 
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HOPE THE BUTTERFLY 
The tree never hopes to bloom but it does, 


The tide hopes never to recede so soon but it does, 


The night never hopes to rid its darkness but it does, 


The morn never hopes to hide the moon but it does, 


The leaf never hopes to turn to dust but it does, 


The cuckoo hopes its mate not echoes to croon, but it does, 
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A sand grain never hopes to hurt the oyster but it does, 


Every pearl never hopes to set itself free from the lagoon, 
but it does, 


Desire never hopes to to go on desiring, but it does, 


Hope is a butterfly never hoping to leave the cocoon, but it 
does. 
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Geethanjali Dilip: Geethanjali takes her name seriously and 
evolves as a handful of songs. A French teacher by 
profession she contributes to several ezines and blogs. She 
is a recipient of The Reuel International award for Poetry 
2017 and also the meritorious award for commendable 
mention in Great Indian Poetry Contest 2018. Residing at 
Salem, India, Geeth believes that poetry connects and 
moves the world. 
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You have a way of calling me 

You just enter my heart, that’s all 

| rush to you forgetting everything 

Your endearing smile attracts all 

And you have answers to every question 
You confuse me too 

| feel like a calf at your feet 

| fear the crowd but | stand in the queue 


You are no idol or stone 
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| know that 

We are like cattle herded in 
And you wait for us, patiently 
But we have to hurry, so what? 
We can wait for hours 


For one glimpse of you 


Once inside 

| see you all bedecked 

Surrounded by lamps and flowers 

You are all love and nothing else 

| forget everything 

| stare at you, | am in tears, 

| have so much to say 

But you have made me forget everything 
Your smile has over-powered me 


You are all grace 
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You are nothing but love 


And I cry, Krishna. 


Geeta Varma: She has been a teacher for thirty years and a 
freelance journalist. She is now an Educational Consultant 
and writes for Deccan Herald. She enjoys working with 
children and has conducted many creative workshops. Her 
interests include music, reading, writing (poems and stories 
for children) and travelling. 
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BURIED 

A chain of beloved moments 

Lost in the orbit of time 

A lost fragrance chases often 

While | walk in oblivion 

The night blows a whistle 

A river whimsical flows across the heart 
A buried scar gets alive and fresh 


The riveting touch still lingers 
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Memories sprout like weeds 


Time heals or time buries? 


Gayatree G. Lahon: Gayatree is poet and a teacher from 
Assam. Nature is a great inspiration for her. According to 
her, poetry is a celebration of life in its myriad shades. Her 
poems have been published in many national and 
international anthologies and e-magazines. 
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HEIR 

Through thick and thin, 
Beer and gin 

Our blood now walks 


Where we have been. 


No Autumn seen, 
Cold and clean 
Can ever shed 


Whom we have fed. 
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Ferris E Jones: He writes poetry and screenplays from his 
residence in Puyallup, Washington. His work has been 
published in Se La Vie Writers Journal, Write on Magazine, 
Outlaw Poetry, Degenerate Literature 17, Tuck Magazine, 
The Literary Hatchet, Warriors with Wings and other 
literary periodicals. He is the recipient of two Grants from 
the Nevada Arts Council and published several collections 
of poetry, including To Burning Man, Oh the Path that 
Followed and As the Toad Sleeps. You can learn more about 
Ferris E. Jones by visiting www.inquisitionpoetry.com 
where each month he features the work of other poets. 
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BALD WORDS 
(translated by Artur Komoter) 


You had many plans — 


all for later. 


And she thought 

that a miracle will happen. 
You told her — 

your bald words, 


words like checks without cover. 
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She was sure 

it would be just like you promised. 
She never dared to ask: 

when will it be new? 

Yet you 


did not have any plans. 


You knew 


that you will not make change in your life! 
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Eliza Segiet: She graduated with a Master’s degree in 
Philosophy and completed postgraduate studies in Cultural 
Knowledge, Philosophy, Arts and Literature at Jagiellonian 
University. Author’s poem ‘Questions and Sea of Mists’ 
won the title of the International Publication of the Year 
2017 and 2018 in Spillwords Press. Nominated for the 
Pushcart Prize 2019 (USA, November 2019), Nominee for 
Naji Naaman Literary Prize 2020). Nominated for the 
iWoman Global Awards 2020. Author's works can be found 
in anthologies and literary magazines worldwide. 
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NEVER MEET 

Our characters run parallel. In these days of peril 
our lives define disparity. "The times are desperate," 
| gnash teeth in despair. And reactions are disparate. 


| stay home paralyzed while you shop for new apparel. 
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Duane Vorhees: He grew up in rural Ohio, fell in love, went 
to school, fell in love, stuck his toe on bits of four 
continents, fell in love, taught and learned various subjects, 
fell in love, grew chronologically and physically. Fell in love, 
fell in love fell in love. ‘Love's Autobiography’ is the first 
part of a longer meditation, “The Many Loves of Duane 
Vorhees’. It is based on a lifetime of observation, 
imagination, introspection, experience, and fantasy. 
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BLY STIL VANNIE SKARREL*STAY QUIET ABOUT THE 
STRUGGLE TO SURVIVE 


Mute Melody — Our voices muted our tongues cut out 
prevented from speaking out 


underneath this unprecedented Covid-19 Corona virus 
unwelcome cleansing cloud 


exposing our tired hungry empty suffering hearts. We shout 
at you but told not to 


We raise our arms in despair but all you see is just another 
revolutionary fist in the air 
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Yet again preventing us to tell the world you do not care so 
you pass us by hoping not 


to hear our existential cries as we clutch the bony hands of 
starving children of our 


elderly mothers of those who depend on us for 
nourishment support and first aid but you 


cannot silence us as we line up to accept handouts from 
charitable strangers not from 


here but they are here to support us strengthen us calm us 
embrace us, acknowledge 


us so kindly no — We refuse to retreat into the shadows just 
to brighten your fading halo! 


Silent Headlines — Read all about it another kidnap one 
more murder a mourning 


moaning mother murmuring her forced morning prayer — 
Please God get us out of here 


but where to? Do you know how long we have suffered 
scattering our broken pleas to 


anyone who cared somewhere out there as we remained 
on our knees in emergency 


prayers? Don’t you dare silence us blindfold us caution us 
dismiss us! We live here we 


273 


exist here we die here but do you care? Are you aware of 
our forced history here? 


Dismissed displaced derailed demonised despised 
diminished — Enough with your 


soulless ignorant accusatory headlines in these existential 
desperate times! 


Genoeg is Genoeg — Enough is enough! Your elected 
blindness darkens our mood 


as we desperately scramble together to seek community 
angels to help us feed the 


children and the elderly, so stop shining your headlines as 
you are needed here to save 


hungry minds with hope not despair — You are welcome 
here as long as you now 


acknowledge our existence in this do or die persistence to 
stay alive silence our cries 


deal with the lows and dizzying highs in a rotten system still 
denying our existence — 


Our unchanged circumstances choking our dreamscape 
chances masking our faces. 
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Bly Stil— Keep quiet? For centuries you have silenced our 
rising voices scared that we 


would make our own choices in a regime reserved for gravy 
train usurpers knotting our 


tongues — Hoping to bury our voices. We will not be 
silenced! Our struggle continues as 


you insist to treat us like voiceless fools stifling our essence 
in a chokehold resurgence. 


Know this, we remain steadfast in our ghostly march to 
protest against your ignorance! 
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Don Beukes: He is a South African and British writer. He is 
the author of ‘The Salamander Chronicles’ (CTU) and ‘Icarus 
Rising-Volume 1’ (ABP), an ekphrastic collection. He taught 
English and Geography in both South Africa and the UK. His 
poetry has been anthologized in numerous collections and 
translated into Afrikaans, Persian, French and Albanian. He 
was nominated by Roxana Nastase, editor of Scarlet Leaf 
Review for the 'Best of the Net' in 2017 as well as the 
Pushcart Poetry Prize (USA) in 2016. He was published in 
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his first SA Anthology ‘In Pursuit of Poetic Perfection’ in 
2018 (Libbo Publishers) and his second 'Cape Sounds’ in 
2019 (Gavin Joachims Publishing). He is also an amateur 
photographer and his debut Photographic publication 
appeared in Spirit Fire Review in June 2019. His new book, 
‘Sic Transit Gloria Mundi'/Thus Passes the Glory of this 
World’ is due to be published by Concrete Mist Press. 


Gary Frier: He lives in Cape Town, South Africa. He is an 
internationally exhibited artist and Graphic Designer. He 
currently works as a freelance artist, teaching and 
facilitating art at a local N.G.O. providing educational and 
cultural programmes for youth at risk and the Occupational 
Therapy Dept. at Valkenberg Psychiatric Hospital. Frier 
combines contemporary and historical African elements 
and juxtaposes masks, photography, fabric detail and 
colour with urban figures. 
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THE GODDESS OF ECSTASY 


Layer after layer 

The darkness 

Grows below. 

The forever gushing stream of desire 
Uncontrollable, unhinged, 

Bursts into the ocean, 

The red ocean 

Of lust. 


| run upward 
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To get away, to hide 

From the marauding forces 
The lure of ecstasy 

The conjuring 

Of the enchantress 

The pink lips 

The intense longing 

The ceaseless pounding of heart. 
My knee weakens 

Still | run 

Run up the stairs 

To hide 

In the attic of my mind. 

But there’s no escape 

She comes after me 

| jump into the red ocean 
Into the pink lips 


She embraces, she surrounds, 
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She engulfs me. 


The attic fills with the flame. 


Dipankar Sarkar: Poetry is the only soulmate | have. | find 
solace in poetry when my heart bleeds. Poetry comes to me 
completely unannounced, without a notice. | wake up 
sometimes, out of an altered reality or out of a daydream, 
and voila, words just start flowing out of nowhere and 
completely inundate me, forcing me to live an experience 
of writing. | am not a regular poet, but poetry is the only 
soulmate | have, who understands the real me. 
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GROWTH 

People change. 

They usually do. 

Most people from Gandhi to Mandela to Brutus changed. 


Many became better people. 


Small minds search for reasons from achievers’ lives to 
reject them. 
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Human beings are so imperfect, 
Every one, 


Especially our geniuses from Einstein to Chaplin to Lennon. 


They mirror the flaws in all of us. 


But | rejoice at their achievements, 


Because they made ours, better lives. 


Mistakes, errors of judgement, being influenced by 
charming manipulators are all a part of our lives. 


If our best had not done what they had done, 


how less fulfilled our own lives would be! 


Some seek flaws in others. 


The kind will highlight the beauty in others. 
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Deena Padayachee: He is a South African Author and Poet, 
residing in Durban. He works as a primary care physician. 
His writing has been included in various international and 
South African anthologies including the Readers’ Digest’s 
BEST SOUTH AFRICAN SHORT STORIES. Three of his books 
have been published. The English academy of Southern 
Africa awarded the author the Olive Schreiner prize for 
prose; The Congress of South African Writers has awarded 
the doctor the Nadine Gordimer prize for prose. 
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Rita & Daniel, Kylian’ grandparents. Isabel G. de Diego’s Pic. 
WHAT A BEAUTIFUL PIC 

What a beautiful pic 
Made by Isabel 
Our daughter: 
Rita and Daniel 

With their grandson 

That is a precious kid 


With golden hair 
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And eyes turning blue. 
How majestic the grandmother 
How stately the grandfather 
With the little creature 
Which is a blessing. 

Of course we are drooling! 
In the shade and in the sun 
Well this preciousness 
Is a gift from his parents 
Isabel and Fernando 
Full of life and with a heart. 
We want him to run 
To we go after him 
Reaching him at the portal 
Although we are very tired 
And we fail to breathe. 
The song of the goldfinches 


Already miss him 
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In grandma's town: 
Moradillo de Roa 


In the Ribera del Duero. 


Daniel de Culla: He is a writer, poet, and photographer. He 
is also a member of the Spanish Writers Association, Earthly 
Writers International Caucus, Director of the Gallo Tricolor 
Review, and Robespierre Review. He’s moving between 
North Hollywood, Madrid and Burgos, Spain. 
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RECOLLECTIONS IN LOCKDOWN 

Trying to make awkward conversation 

With one who really does not want to know, 
Trying to avoid that tense sensation 

That swell inside that would calm overthrow. 
Being alone gracefully with a glass 

Of cheap grape-acid, toasting dull speeches 
Wondering when a fitting time will pass 

For an escape plan, then drunken screeches. 


| miss it all, the nut-job latching on 
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Opinionated bores, malignant wives 

This solitude like death is catching on. 

| almost miss those plates and plastic knives. 
A misfit guest is not too bad a role 


Better than this event room of my soul. 


Christopher Villiers: | am a poet residing in Braunton, 
England. | work as a writer. | have contributed to various 
anthologies and have also published three volumes of 
poetry. 
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Deaf he is but 

can hear with his eyes 

Blind but can see through his ears 
Dumb but his eyes speak 

we who have all three 

but we switch them off 

for our convenience and to conform 


monkeys of a different order. 
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Chandramohan Naidu: He is a retired bank employee, now 
a freelance writer and photographer based in Chennai, part 
of the poetry circle which meets first Wednesday of every 
month. He writes poems to be subsequently brought out 
into a collection. 
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ARDENT LOVE 

You didn’t deserve love 
An imposter 

In a world 


Devoid of kinship. 


Encased in a bubble - a tiny capsule of time where nothing 
is happening, and no decisions were made for 


what was treasured. 
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Mirror once hung 
In the bedroom 
Cracked and propped 


Against a dumpster 


There is a stainless beauty installed in a clean heart not 
visible to others, as a silent witness seeks a kiss 


to build a dream on. 
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Carl Scharwath: He has appeared globally with 150+ 
journals selecting his poetry, short stories, interviews, 
essays, plays or art photography (His photography was 
featured on the cover of 6 journals.) Two poetry books 
‘Journey To Become Forgotten’ (Kind of a Hurricane 
Press).and ‘Abandoned! (ScarsTv) have been published. His 
first photography book was recently published by Praxis. 
Carl is the art editor for Minute Magazine, a competitive 
runner and 2nd degree black- belt in Taekwondo. 
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TEND CARE THE BALANCE 

To be held in the grip of benevolent grace 

And only to hope to not banal be bitten... 

By countenance rugged to behold one’s own face 

Upon where annals of experience be egregiously scriven... 
Too beholden of pen fortuitously for naught 

When to seek for the fortune and glory and gold... 

When the art is per se the fleece and the naut 

And the hand is to wield yet nary to hold... 

To be gifted and use it to fullest potential 


And seek ever higher in art of the craft... 
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And tend care the balance of mind quintessential 
To conquer the strife of the foolish who laugh... 
To embolden one’s ink with a spirit of light 


That illuminates all that we hold in our sight... 


Chris Daugherty: He is published in Poetry.com’s 2003 
annual yearbook and is a continuing contributor to GloMag. 
C.R. Daugherty has published eleven eclectic books of 
poetry via the Internet. He passionately enjoys writing 
poetry while fueled by espresso roasts. He also enjoys 
abiding by traditional forms and loves mostly bucolic 
themes. 
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AT DAWN 

At dawn - suffused with golden hues 

| drift into trance 

Through meditation 

And feel floating in the air 

Before long 

Pure white soothing lights flood around 
All physicality disappears 

And well familiar face 

With beatific smile 


Beckons me... 
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Yes, that’s my dear soul 
Restlessly calls me 

To join 

Never to return on Earth 
And showers me with bliss 


I’m wholly soaked in eternity. 
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B.S.Tyagi: He comes from India. He writes in both Hindi and 
English. He has several books- fiction and non-fiction to his 
credit. His poems have been included in_ several 
anthologies. He writes short stories which regularly appear 
in national and international literary magazines. His write- 
ups and poems have appeared in national and international 
magazines. Besides, he has translated four books of poems. 
He shies away from public celebrations and prizes. Inner 
bliss he is showered upon through creativity is the greatest 
prize. 
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SOMEWHERE...SOMETHING LOST 
As apes of the apex species we evolved 
to be perched like a bird atop a tree 


in the name of mankind. 


‘Man is still man’ 


in a different form 


of the kind that has forgotten to be kind. 
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Money for money 

Money for blood 

as a false paradigm of prestige, supremacy. 
Respect for each other lost 

even batons of hatred cost 


to be passed. 


Nothing more to culminate 


human touch has become impalpable. 


If power alone can bring it back 
let my poetry bleed! 
Let petrichor invoke kindness. 


Let my verses rain. 


300 


ae 


Brindha Vinodh: | hold a Masters in Econometrics from the 
University of Madras, but | am a writer within. | have 
worked as a copyeditor and a freelancer in the e-publishing 
industry. My poems and short stories have appeared 
regularly in magazines, e-zines and web journals, and my 
poems in two anthologies are due for publication shortly. 
My latest published poems include ‘The other side of life’ 
and ‘The underrated Indian homemaker’. | currently reside 
in the United States of America with my husband and two 
children. 
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SO TINY BUT SO POWERFUL 

Our Mother Earth for a long, long time 
shows many signs to the humans 

that it is time to come to our senses. 
Floods, tsunamis, volcanic eruptions, 


earthquakes, famine, drought, and war. 


But people, as usual, are still playing with life 
not caring for others; only for themselves. 
They still make money; more and more. 


forgetting, that man has only one life. 
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Father Creator, who could stand it any longer, 
and came up with a solution to prevent the world. 
Somewhere in China, through a keyhole 


He released a tiny particle of the virus to the world. 


A tiny particle of a virus, of great strength, 
in a few days, it conquered the whole wide world. 
So small you won't see with the naked eye 


It looks into people's eyes and causes great fear. 


Thousands die in homes and in hospitals 
lonely and far away from their loved ones 
We see long rows of coffins on TV screens. 


Doctors and nurses are among the victims. 


It doesn't matter whether rich or poor 


It has taken a big harvest among the people. 
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Will warning help humans to come to their senses? 


We will see very shortly unless we all die... 


Bozena Helena Mazur-Nowak: She was born in Opole, 
Poland. In 2004 in search of work migrated to Great Britain, 
where she lives. She published seven volumes of poetry; 
four in Polish and three in English. She also writes prose 
and released a novel and a few short story collections. Her 
work may be found in numerous worldwide anthologies 
and magazines. Winner of many poetry competitions. 
Proud holder of many diplomas, awards, and distinctions. 
Member of Union of Polish Writer's Abroad, Polish Authors’ 
Association, and Association of American Poets. Her poetry 
was translated into English, French, Spanish, Swedish, 
Russian, Arabic, Telugu, Bengali, Norwegian, Albanian, 
Swahili, Philippine, Serbian. 
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WHILE PASSING OVER MAHANADI AT THE NARAJ BRIDGE 
In its full swing, the river Mahanadi flows, 
A carpet of blue waters, 


Joyfully rippling into the infinity 


Over the Naraj bridge, on a train 


My window opens out, to a picturesque expanse 
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Let me come down, 
On to the crest of the dancing waves, 
To glide along, rising and falling 


Like the fowls sway 


Let me catch a patch of the blue sky 
On my chest, imaged, 
And clouds of countless colors 


To touch the horizons beyond my eyes reach 


The naughty wind nudges me 
Singing a love song, nostalgic, 
Sweeps over the watery stretch 


Down the memories 
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Bishnu Charan Parida: He is a bilingual poet writing in 
English and Odia.He is from Jajpur Road, Odisha. An 
engineer by profession he carries a passion for poetry. His 
poems have been published in many anthologies and 
magazines of national and international repute. He has 
been honored in the state level Kalinga Nagar book festival 
2015 in Odisha and at 11th Guntur International Poetry 
Festival 2018. He has been the world featured poet of 
Pentasi-B, China in 2019. He has also been a recipient of 
the prestigious R. N. Tagore award from Xpress 
Publications, Kerala, India 
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ASHIANA—A NEST 

The lanes that trail me through decades 

Pulling me towards a rustic cottage 

Bedecked with clusters of flame vine orange, 
Aptly named ‘Ashiana’ or nest, 

The address of which forever in my mind is etched 
To even think of it fills me with exuberance. 


The house on the lane opposite to the colony gate 

The corner house with a lawn and six inmates 

Where arched bougainvillea warmly usher all in 

To pebbled path crossing the well. 

A house embellished with acts of oneness and simplicity 
Witnessed for generations many births and farewells. 
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The courtyard which lit up in winter nights 

With bonfire surrounded with people upright. 

And as words and smile waltzed around 

Many a lessons of life learnt amidst delicious bites. 
As Haleem simmered in cauldrons 

while sweet potatoes in the ambers sizzled. 


Those rooftops slanted rained love, 

And sometimes hosted nests of dove, 

The munificent mango trees served golden yields 

Often saddling me on their wide branches to read 
Their dense foliage becoming my perfect shield, 

That’s my home, where my trepidations are put to rest. 
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Bilquis Fatima: She is an innate lover of nature and speaker 
for social issues, has allowed her feelings to be expressed 
as short writes and speeches from her college time. 
Although being a post-graduate in Chemistry, she has also 
mastered the skills of poetry appreciation and writing. Her 
poems reflecting the situations that are prevalent in the 
society, have been appreciated in some groups of poets 
and writers lately. 
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PPR PE RATER 


POETRY WRITES, POETRY READS, POETRY LIVES 
Inspired by poem of Daniel Brick’—"Du Fu Visits Anne Yun” 


Your visit to Anne Yun 

So special 

Your distant daughter 

2K 2K 2K 2K OK OK OK OR OK OK OK OK RR KOK OK KR KK OK OK KK OK KKK KK KKK KKK KKK 
Du Fu, 


You are the warrior 
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Your valour 

keeps guard 

Against the evil forces 

That corrupts the land 

You leave to your descendants 
A legacy 

A garden of lush green 
Where flowers bloom 

And pure sun light falls 
Your youngest daughter 
Whom you have never seen 
Finds the magic 

Of your words 

Poetry written in breeze 
Poetry holds her 

Your legacy flows like river 
A river that never dies 


Clouds collect water from river 
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They go floating far 

and far to unknown lands 

And poetry writes for them who read 
Poetry lives for poetry 

And daughter remembers 


Du Fu 
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Bharati Nayak: | am a bilingual poet, critic and translator 
residing in Bhubaneswar, India. | work in the Government 
of Odisha. | have contributed to various national and 
international anthologies and e-books. | have also 
published three poetry books, two in English language and 
one in my mother tongue ODIA and worked as co-writer in 
two poetry Anthologies. | regularly write on on-line poetry 
site www.poemhunter.com where | am placed among the 
top 500 poets and offered the title ‘Poetic Basil’ for my 
contributions. 
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STOLEN MOMENTS 
That embrace and touch 
So intense! 

Got your head spinning 


In this secret romance 


An affair you never could have imagined 
Playing a dangerous game 
But the feelings so mutual 


Who's to be blamed? 
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Undeniable feelings 
That’s just the case 
A dead end course 


While in this rat race 


Those stolen moments 
Just makes it worth the while 
Brings about a satisfaction 


And an unwavering smile 


When two hearts meant 
Not to be together 
You just want that moment 


To last forever! 
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Bevan Boggenpoel: He was born in Salt Lake, Port 
Elizabeth, South Africa. He attended Soutpan Primary and 
matriculated at Westville Secondary School. Boggenpoel 
completed a Baccalaureate in Education at the Nelson 
Mandela Metropolitan University. He launched his debut 
Anthology 1 December 2016. The book was well received 
by the public and he sold 200 copies locally. He is also an 
author at a South African website known as Litnet 
(Literature Network in South Africa). His poetry is written in 
a South African context that covers different issues in daily 
life. In his writings he strives to tell a story or teach a lesson 
that will inspire and motivate. He is currently a teacher at 
Bethelsdorp Road Primary in the northern areas of Port 
Elizabeth. 
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DESERTED... 

Deserted roads, curfew after nine pm 
A night alone is the enemy 

Lifeless cadaver waiting for dissection 


Lies serenely tangled in the spider's web 


Nooses of virus and hurricane, crisscross trap 
A dead ball of the lonely moon hanging in the sky 
Mask and touch me not our new identity 


My being is broken into two 
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People watching without listening 
In the darkness, beyond the ash heap 
Men and women side by side 


Stony eyes laden with sleep 
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Asoke Kumar Mitra: He studied at Hindu school and St. 
Xavier’s College, Kolkata, and is a retired journalist and was 
editor of ‘Calcutta Canvas’ and ‘Indus Chronicle’. He is a 
bilingual poet. He has contributed to various anthologies 
published in India and abroad. His poems are translated 
into various languages. 'Savage Wind' is his first poetry 
book, a bilingual edition, translated into Spanish by 
Mexican poet Josep Juarez. 'Song Of Pebbles’ is his second 
bilingual poetry book, which is translated into French. 
Poetry, photography, paintings are his passions. 
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| have pinned my hope 
On the resilience 


Of the human soul. 


On its need to be free, 
To revert back to old habits 


And celebrate with glee. 
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Anurag Mathur: He is a trained bean counter, works for a 
financial services group and has spent almost two decades 
serving that industry. Whatever little time that has been 
spared from work or sleep or reflective meditation has — 
with quite a few well-meaning prods and nudges from 
friends — been devoted to occasionally tapping to the 
Muse’s dictats from time to time. 
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herzindagl.com 


A PAGE OF POEM DAILY 

Inked red, letters washed in light and heat of the sun 
Words conjugating spontaneously, run — on lines flow 
Revealing countless sprouting dreams 

The sheet of eastern sky sketching new 


A page of poem for the readers' purview. 


Living, non-living all - on sand, soil, in water, air 


Love to recite, intonate delicate rhyme and rhythm. 
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Many a flower in varied colours 

Bloom for million choices, hopes 

No single fiancé ought to feel deprived 
By nature, love is feelings — fed 


Difficult mapping its leg and head. 


The recital reciprocate round the clock 
The west turns to ripe — red, letters: hazy and blur 
The last stanza displaying alliteration apt, promising again 


A beautiful meeting and a gift for morrow. 


The break taken means no final farewell, respite, rest to 
watch 


A big, round, red vermilion mark called sunrise rich 
Bringing resources of newer source, for love, no fame 


A page of poem, no copyright there with the poet’s name. 
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Antaryami Mishra: | am a bi- lingual poet writing both in 
ODIA and English. | am residing in Odisha, India. | work as a 
senior teacher in English in R. D. C. H. S., Chilika Nuapada, 
Puri. | have been contributing to nearly 10 numbers of 
Literary forums and already published in a dozen of 
anthologies of national and international repute. | have a 
collection of ODIA poems published in 2017. Recently my 
English poem 'An Ode to Adjective’ has been published and 
Reviewed in ‘The Haven’ Furnace’. 
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TURNING THE PAGE 
Open Meadow. 
Closed heart. 


Which way to turn from here? 


To run free and wild. 


To live without a care. 


You left so many years ago. 


| lost count of the time. 
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The emptiness that fills me now 


is in the shape of you. 


Open spaces call to me, 


to leave abandon behind. 


The sun my only lover. 


The wind my constant friend. 


Soft green grass beneath my feet. 


A journey with no end. 
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Ann Christine Tabaka: | am a poet and writer residing in 
Delaware, USA. | am a retired organic chemist and a retired 
personal trainer. | have 10 poetry books and have been 
published in numerous magazines and journals worldwide. | 
was nominated for the 2017 Pushcart Prize in Poetry. | was 
the winner of Spillwords Press 2020 Publication of the Year 
(Poetic), and | have won poetry awards from individual 
publications. *(a complete list of publications is available 
upon request) 
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cyclones-in-kerala-in-the-next-four-days-met-department-304424 


OUT WITH THOSE UMBRELLAS 


This is a concrete poem in which the meaning or effect is conveyed by 
visual means, using patterns of words or letters 


The dark, 

husky clouds are now 

hurrying along today leaving 

behind a puzzled moon. Swirls of 

them, swathes and scraps, wisps and 
threads too are meeting to join one large 
gathering up ahead. Herded resolutely by a 


wind, guided by flashes to a darkening dais 
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they arrive to thunderously roaring cheers. 
A final swell, one last heave and they brace 
for a decisive descent of everythin’ that was 
much 

a 

w 

a 


t 
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Anju Kishore: Anju Kishore is a poet, editor and a former 
Cost Accountant. Her poems have been featured in many e- 
magazines and print anthologies. One of the winners of The 
Great Indian Poetry Award 2018, and The Prime 
International Poetry Prize 2020, her book of poems “...and | 
Stop to Listen’ was published in 2018. She is currently 
Senior Editor at Pinkishe, the print and e-magazine of the 
Delhi based NGO, Pinkishe Foundation. 
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MY BEAUTIFUL LASS 

The day will come when 

In your heart flower of love 
Will bloom 

It will shed sweet fragrance 
That from my heart will 


Dispel the gloom 


The day will come when 


You will come to me with 
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Your arms open 
To gather me in your bosom 
And let me play with flowers 


Sewn around your bun 


The day will come when 
Listening to my voice you 
Will come to stand 

At the door when with the 
Magic of the morn the world 


Will be looking grand 


The day will come when 
Without me your seconds will 
Take hours to pass 

Cloyed with divine love 

Your body will bloom to be a 


Beautiful lass 
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Anil Kumar Panda (alias Tiku): He is from Brajrajnagar, 
Odisha, India, and resides there currently. He works as a 
mine surveyor in coal mines. He writes short stories and 
poems whenever he gets time. 
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SEARCHING MOMENTS 
Truths we dislike and 
avoid; bitter, sweeter, 
funny 

But truths come back 

to us, obstinate, more at 
midnight, often at 

other times 

They keep prying through 
us, naked 


We try to escape 
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with costly, 

ordinary covers, 

in vain... 

They pierce through 
pretensions, perfume 


and wit, ballooned logic 


The truth is nobody 
wants to die, 

But everybody 

dies regularly, in 


solitary, searching moments 
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Aneek Chatterjee: | am a poet and academic from Kolkata, 
India. | have contributed to literary magazines and poetry 
anthologies across the globe. | have published two full- 
length poetry collections titled ‘Seaside Myopia’ & ‘Unborn 
Poems and Yellow Prison’, and a novel named ‘The Funeral 
Procession’. | was a Fulbright Visiting fellow at the 
University of Virginia (USA) and a recipient of the ICCR Chair 
to teach at reputed foreign universities. 
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A ROSEATE SONNET FOR A BLACK-BREASTED ROBIN 
She sat on a black twig and sang a song 

She said that she was dead and gone 

Little robin black-breast but she is not at all little 


No glass that can break, anymore, being brittle 


Beautiful hair, dyed brown-yellow, done in waves 


A ripple-nipple of music in all its staves 
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That old fragile, no longer, handle with care 


Now tough, bare, dare - and devil may care 


Anyone would think they had her in their snare 


When they are but the ones trapped in her blank, pitiful 
stare 


Raid on the tracks of the senses left by nights gone by 
On the synapses once awake that have now run dry 
Supple and senseless like all of modern life 


Eviscerate, as all (t)here with nothing is rife 
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Ampat Koshy: He teaches in a college as Assistant 
Professor in Jazan, Saudi Arabia. He is the author of books 
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DO YOU REMEMBER THE SUN 

Do You remember the Sun? 
The rich green grass we used to run? 
That rustling whisper of wind in our hair 

Escape in wet green-gold fields everywhere 

Dizzy, We Drifted away like an errant sun-flare 

So Wonderfully Lost, we floated everywhere 
Following unremembered dreams, this mad affair 
With this Earth, a precious beauty beyond compare 
Winter cold Breeze stirring the soft summer air 


And those frozen Mountains called, that iced glare 
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Those azure warm blue waters, soft as a prayer 
It’s all still shining in bright light of The Day 

But we’re not there....... 
Today We’re in the Shadows, Hiding Away ... 
Today We’re in the Shadows, Hiding Away 


Hiding Away..... 


#Homelsolation 


#CoronaVirusLockdown 


Amit Krishan Agnihotri: | am a poet residing in Landquart 
Switzerland. | work as a County Manager. | have contributed to 
various anthologies. | have also published short stories and 
poems in UK and India. 
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FB HUNGER 

Sank like a stone 

In the Facebook Pond 
Left no trace 


Behind 
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Hungry thirsty 
Twittering Bird 
Chirps— 

Will no one 


Be kind? 


Just a Like 
Or Two 
Will do 
Dear Sir/ 
Madam 


Don’t mind 


What! 
No comments? 
And 


No response? 
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The Poet’s in 


A Bind 


But then 
Consoles 
Himself/herself 
By saying 
They’re all 


Blind 
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anything except on Facebook or occasionally some 
newspaper or magazine here and there. | was awarded the 
NISSIM International Poetry Award (First Prize) 2019 for 
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FIRDAUS 

the pigeons flew off today 
with a piece of sky 

the rains washed down the 
mosque tomb 

its 

untoward gaze 

somebody 

hastily patched 

with 


red and orange brocade 
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salwars with a hint of firdaus 
at night we caught the stars 
through holes 

kisses and eyes 

that dared to stray 


out. 
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Amitabh Militra: He is an 


Indian-born South African 
physician, poet and artist. He is one of the most widely 
published poets globally. 
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THE PRIVILEGED 

What does smile, innocence overloaded cost? 
or the naive joy of a beaming mother cost? 
they are worth a thousand pangs of hunger 
oozing from the nectar of the mother 

which her child hungrily sucks, 

they are worth the blisters 

acquired plodding the miles 

to call of an elusive entitlement 

of hope, home, warmth 


each hope weaves a dream to die 
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ton louie 
, yi 


in the barren desert of deprivation. 
Bereft of shelter, warmth, hope 
they qualify 

to be the only privileged 

to wear the priceless smile 


of pristine happiness. 
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Amita Ray: | am former associate professor in English and 
Vice Principal of a college, residing in Kolkata. An academic 
of varied interests, | am a published translator, short story 
writer and poet. | have translated into English and 
published two books.My short stories have been published 
in The Sunday Statesman, Cafe Dissensus, Setu and other 
web magazines. My poems have also been published in 
anthologies and on line magazines. 


352 


WORDS VS ACTIONS 

You wanted to bring me 
the moon, O' Poet 

| wanted a rose 

only on some special days 
You rarely gave me it 

You wanted to be my wings 
so | could fly in the sky 

| only wanted to walk 


with you on some days 
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You scarcely had any time 

You said you could still recall 

we were a couple even in heaven 
before coming to this earth 
while you used to become 
oblivious of my birthdays 

You said you believed me 

more than yourself 

Now you disbelieve me the most 
You said what you write 

is your own self 

Hardly did | find 

the same ‘you’ as are 


in your writing! 
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work as an English language instructor. | have contributed 
to various anthologies. | am currently the sub-editor of a 
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Some nights the air is still 


as if ithas never been a storm. 


The unmoving leaves, all ears, 


try decoding the pall of silence. 


The nonchalant cricket-calls 


bear the signs of the flowing lives. 
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The night serves a perfect home 


for a deep, wordless conversation. 


The roots convey the earth’s secrets 


to each other unguardedly. 


Born to the primitive wisdom of life, 


nature finds homes in nights’ privacy. 


* / 4 
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Amanita Sen: Amanita has 2 collections of poems: “Candle 
In My Dream’ and ‘What | Don’t Tell You’. Her works have 
been published in numerous journals in India and abroad. 
She is a mental-health professional and lives in Kolkata. 
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STILL YOU HAVE TO GO 


they have jealousy 
they have treachery 
they have taunt 

for you 


still you have to go 


they have love 


they have affection 


they have well-being 
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for you 


still you have to go 


you are the master 
you are the guide 
you are the friend 
of yours 


still you have to go 


you are the destroyer 
you are the creator 
you are the well-wisher 
of yours 


still you have to go 


to the place 
may be beautiful 


to the mess 
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may be unlawful 
to the furnace 
may be doubtful 


you don't know 


Alok Kumar Ray: | am a bilingual poet dwells at JAJPUR in 
Odisha state of India. My poems both in Odia and English 
have been featured in many national and international 
poetry anthologies. By profession | am a Senior Lecture in 
Political Science but poetry writing is my passion. 
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THE CHAT 


| knocked at your mind. 


Let me in - | asked 

| have brought you something, 
My crazy thoughts and dreams, 
The works collected from 

The sources of creativity. 


Look how pretty they are, 
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Even the smallest ones... 


Smaller than grains of sand. 


| do not want them - you answered 

My world is sterile, 

Arranged and known. 

Your every written poem 

Can ruin my calm, 

Which was built over years. 

The recognition can be painful 

Because of its insolence and ignorance. 
The questions wake up the sleeping fears. 
| prefer to stay safely in 


Well - known loneliness 


362 
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Soflay Literature Foundation. 
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BURST OF POETRY 

A little burst of poetry 
blew through my skin 
like an accident 


waiting to happen. 


Alas, in the right place 


at the right time! 
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poetry and served as Art Agent for the late great Ultra 
Violet while often reading poetry at her Chelsea, New York 
studio. A graduate of the Writing Seminars at Johns 
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Before falling in love 
with a woman like you 


| was a voiceless 
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After falling in love 
with you more deeply 
| became a voice to a... 
li 


O 
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Ahmad Al-Khatat: | am a poet residing in Montreal, 
Quebec. | work as student. | have contributed to various 
anthologies. | have also published 10 poetry anthologies. | 
have recently graduated from Dawson College as a Social 
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SCRAPE AND PANGS 
The valley of kinks, 
Carcasses despicable 
on the roads, 


Many sons are dead, 


And their fathers writhe- 
like the scapegoat of 
cataclysm, and left in 


the vociferation, 
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O purple crocus, reach 
in the valley over and 
over and sprout in the 


spring season; 


Take away all the imbecile 
boorishness; 

They are here and move 
not away, 

The sadism which they 
infringe, just fade it away 


now. 


Here is a devil-like a Basil 
badgering us, humiliating us, 
drooping us daily; 


razing our wings of light; 
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Oh God, send some 
cornflowers into our 


hearts; 


Open all the doors to 
perpetually put chamomiles; 

| with them and they with me 
will bide for always in the vale 


of funereal shrieks. 
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Ghazal writer, motivation speaker, blogger and reviewer 
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published my poetry book ‘Tears fall in my _ heart’. 
Furthermore, | am the co-author of many international 
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FRIENDSHIP 

The second you see 

You call me brother 
And pat my back 

Flash a winning smile. 
But | know 

If the days become dark 
You'll be the first 

To hound my hovel 


And tighten noose 
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Around my neck. 
Or as a reward 

Of friendship long 
You'll set 

My shack on fire 


And share the joy 


With my foes. 


Abu Siddik: | am a writer, residing in Berhampore, 
Murshidabad, India. | work as Assistant Professor. | have 
contributed to various e-journals and anthologies. | have 
also published five books. Website: www.abusiddik.com 
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GENDER OF A KITE 

Ladders on my backyard, 

Pregnant steps two desire a pinch of light; 
From the foothills of solar system, 


Unstrung gender of untamed kite. 


Prayers fast for chauvinistic results, 
Borrowed cuppa’ sugar waste a spoonful of salt; 
Named rays might claim the ignite, 


Unstrung gender of untamed kite. 
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Disheartened wombs have divided breasts, 
Stoic cradle and moist pillow could not rest; 


Gray fingers ask kohl eyes to keep away from stealthy 
sights, 


Unstrung gender of untamed kite. 


For sealed eggs to dig potatoes tomorrow, 
Butterflies ward away for dry petals of hibiscus sorrows; 
Framed walls of fame inspire biased respites, 


Unstrung gender of untamed kite. 
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